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To the Publisher. 



SIR, 

SINCE my arrival from the country, t 
have been informed, that IVtr, Black- 
lock propofes to fend a new edition of his 
poetical performances into the world, with- 
out either preface or introduction. I am ig«- 
oorant what motives may influence him to 
this ; except, perhaps, the great difficulty 
which a man finds in fpeakirig with propriety 
of himfelf and his own productions. How- 
ever, I cannot forbear thinking, that the fin- 
gularity of Mr. Blacklock's circumftances 
will, not only render a ftiort account of him 
and his performances acceptable to the cu- 
rious reader, but recommend his talents 
more to public obfervation. From this laft 
confideration I think myfelf bound in friend- 
fliip to fend you a few hints upon that fubjedlj 
which you may throw into whatever form 
you fhall fee convenient. 

Our Author was born in the town of jin-; 
nan^ lothNov. 172 1. His Relations, tho' 
not altogether obfcure, were yet more di- 
ftinguifhed for innocence of life and inte- 
grity 
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grity of manners^ than either by their for- 
tune or ftation in the world. His Parents 
propofed, even from his birth, to beftow 
fuch an education upon their Son, as might 
at once render him ufeful and independent. 
But, alas ! thofe fond profpefts were early 
blafted: for fcarcely had he enjoyed the 
light of heaven five months, when he was 
deprived of it by the fmall-pox ; and redu- 
ced to that forlorn lituation fo feelingly de- 
fcribed by himfelf in his Soliloquy *. 

His thoughts, therefore, were early and 
anxioufly taken up with the unpleafing pro- 
fpedt of his future fortune, except when 
more agreeably diverted by reading, or the 
converfation of a few intimate friends. He 
foon began to difcover a fondnefs for Poetry; 
and, when he met with any thing ftriking in 
that way ( to ufe an expreflion of his own) 
he was at once inchanted with its harmony, 
and kindled with its enthufiafm. Nor did 
his fondnefs flop here : for, from admiringj 
he was foon led to imitate 5 and, when fcarce 
twelve years of age, he began to indulge his 
imagination in verfe. But thofe little Eflays, 
which were the produft of that period of his 
life, tho' fome of them have now a place a- 
mongft his other works "f*, were only intend- 
ed 

* See Page 143— 145, t ^^g^ 73- 
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ed Ibr his own amufement, and induftrioufly 
kppt. from the view of all, except a few of 
hls^greateft confidents. Thefe encouraged his 
gi;owing inclination for Poetry» and flattered 
him from time to time with the alluring 
hopes, that thofe little excurfions of his un-^ 
tutored fancy were prefages of a real genius. 

Thus, contented with the mere pleafure 
of compofing and the approbation of a few 
friends, he continued till the year 1740, 
when his Father died. This, joined to a 
train of other circumftances too tedious to 
mention, forced him out of that privacy and 
igedrement which favoured his own inclinati'* 
on s and obliged him to enlarge the fphere 
of, his acquaintance. In confequence of 
\yhich, fome of his performances fell into 
the hands of thofe who had tafle enough to 
approve them, and humanity enough to wi{h 
his genius in circumftances more favourable 
for its cultivation. But their good wifties, 
however fincere, contributed little to his ad- 
vantage, till he was fent for to Edinburgh by 
that Gentleman to whom his firft Ode is in- 
icribed; who, with uncommon generofity, 
indulged him in every thing ncceflary to life 
and education for four years. After his re- 
tarn from thence, anno 1745, while his ap- 
plication to learning was retarded by the dif- 

order 
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arder of the times, he publifhed a CoUedion 
of Poems at Glafgow : inoft of which, with 
the addition of feveral new pieces, will piake 
up the Volume you are juft now printing j 
but the former confiderably improved by cor- 
redtions. Since that period, he has conti- 
nued fix feafons at the univerfity, ftudying 
with particular attention moft branches of po^ 
lite literature ; at the fame time hot uhmmd-* 
ful of Poetry, his favourite purfuit. 

Indigent circumftances and a dependent 
fituation muft, of themfelves, greatly d^prefs 
the fublimefl: genius, and check the moft 
lively fallies of imagination : but whenf 
thefe are joined (as in the cafe of our Au- 
thor) with a total deprivation of fight, and* 
that from the earliefl: infancy ; thefe exerti- 
ons of genius which difplay themfelves thro' 
his poems, and would gain applaufe to ano- 
ther poflefled of common advantages, muft 
in him command our admiration. 

As it is by the fenfes alone we receive 
thofe various imprefllons which furnlfh the 
fpul with its firft ftock of ideas, and occ^ifion 
thofe pleafing fenfations which make up a 
great part of human happinefs ; where anv 
of thefe avenues of perception are obftrqdted, 
the mindj fo unfortunately fituatcd, mufl-, 

of 
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of confequence, be cut ofFfrom many ad van* 
tages in point of knowledge and pleafure> 
which are enjoyed by the reft of mankind. 
But, of all the fenfes, fight is univcrfally e- 
fteemed the moft valuable; as it not only 
fiimifhes our mind with the greateft variety 
of ideas, but is, befides, a fource of the moft 
tranfporting pleafures. 'Tis from this fource, 
likewife, all fuch materials muft be derived, 
as are neceflary to awaken the genius, and en- 
liven the fancy of thofe who would excel in 
works of imagination. 

Milton very pathetically reprcfents the 
ufe and pleafure which attend the pofleflion 
of this faculty, in his Third Book ofParadife 
Loft. 

It is generally agreed, that Homer, for a 
confiderable time, enjoyed the privilege of 
fight ; and *tis known, that Milton retain- 
ed the ufe of his, till he arrived at a pretty 
advanced age: fo that each of thefe great po- 
ets had fufficient time to lay in a full ftore of 
all thofe beautiful images and allufions, 
which fo heighten and animate their feveral 
defcriptions : images and allufions derived, 
not only from nature's produdlions, but like- 
wife drawn from the imitative arts. For, as 
the fame genius naturally pays court to all 

b thofe 
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tho^e daughters of Apollo, and as they mu-" 
tually refled: a luftre upon each other 5 that 
Poet muft be at a confiderable lofs, who 
can heither be elevated with the pleafure, 
nor allude to the beauties of painting, fcul- 
pture, or architedlure : not to mention the 
advantages arifing from travel, and a tho- 
rough knowledge of the world, which are 
never to be obtained without the ufe of fight. 

'Tis trije, that, by means of a lively defcri- 
ption, we can, as it were, be tranfported thro* 
the whole circle of nature ; or led into fcenes 
where we may View an affemblage of all 
thofe beauties united, which, fcattered as they 
are, ferve to imbellifti the whole creation* 
But then, it muft be obferved, that thofe 
pleafing images can never be painted in a 
mind that has not been previoufly acquainted 
with objcfts which are, at leaftj fimilar to 
thofe defcribcd : far lefs, one would thinks 
can it be expedled frbm any in fuch circum- 
fiances to fpeak diftinftly of thofe very 
things, of which they have not faculties fuffi- 
cient to convey the imalleft conceptions to 
themfelves. And yet, as has been juftly ob- 
ferved concerning fome of thofe performan- 
ces which are the fubjedl of this letter, " It 
muft be matter of amiufement to the curious 
Reader, to remark how well the Poet de- 

fcribes 



[ » 3 

icribes objcfts which he never faw, and exw 
preiTes, fo a$ to be underftpod by others, 
thofe ideas which he himfelf pould never 
conceive." 

Were I to defcend to a more particular 
criticifm on his perfornjances, I (hould only 
anticipate the judgment of thfe Reader, or re- 
peat what has already been often faid to the 
advantage of thofe formerly publiftied. But, 
as Dryden fays. 

Poets lofe half the praife they would have got. 
Were it but known what they difcreetly blot. 

And, indeed, thofe produdions which he has 
determined fhall nevgr fep tlie light, for rea- 
fons that could qnly J^ffe^ ^, very delicate 
mind, abound with fo many poetical beauties, 
that nothing can do him greater honour. Yet 
I muft ftill except his private charadier; 
which, were it generally known, would re- 
commend him more to the public efteem, 
than the united talents of an accompliflied 
writer. 

I have often thqught, that perfons poffefr 
fed of a large fhare of benevolence, hut 1^^ 
bouring under a narrow fortune, fuffer more 
fenfibly from being denied the generous plea- 
fure of communicating happinefs to others, 
than from the inconveniences which it may 

occaiion 
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bccafion to themfclves. I have been more 
confirmed in this opinion, when I have 
heard our Poet repeat with great fervency the 
following lines, while, at the fame time, not 
one murmur ftole from him with refpeft tf 
himfelf: 

Eternal ♦ King ! is there one hour 

To make me greatly bleft i 
When I (hall have it in my pow'r 

To fuccour the diftreft ? 
In vain, alas ! my heart o'erflowff 

With ufclefs tendernefs : 
Why muft I feel another's woes. 

And cannot make th«m lefs ? 
Yet I this torture muft endure ; 

*Tis not referv'd for me. 
To eafe the fighing of the poor ; 

An<) Tet the pris'ner free. 

The many hours of pleafure I have often 
enjoyed in Mr. Blacklock's company, have 
made me as often regret, that one, whofe 
uncommon genius, wjiofe extenfive know- 
ledge, whofe refined tafte and virtuous difpo- 
fitions render him fo well qualified to be ufe- 
ful to mankind, fhould, neverthelefs, be fo 
little knowp, or diftinguiflied in the world. 

I«n, SIR, Tour's, &c. 

Atf. 15. 1753. 

<J. G— N, 

f From JJiBBRincys's fiettett* 
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HORACE, ODE I. miTAtEo. 

Infcribed to 

Dr. John Stevenson Phyfician in Edinburgh. 

OF R I E N D to freedom's facred caufe ! 
Who nobly arm'd for injured laws ; 
By whole indulgence I afpire 
To ftrike the fweet Horatian lyre : 

There are who on th' Olympic plain 
Delight the chariot's fpeed to rein; 
Involved in glorious duft, to roll ; 
To turn with glowing wheel the goal ; 
Who by repeated trophies rife. 
And fhare with Gods their pomp and fkies. 
This, if the changeful crowd admire, 

Fermented ev'n to mad defire, 

A Their. 
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Their fool or v^ain to date 
To an the honours of the ftate 5 
That, if his granary feoores 
Whate'er th' autumnal fun matures, 
Fleas'd his paoernall field to plow,' . . 
Remote from each ambitious view 5 
Vaft Indians wealth would bribe in vain^ 
To launch the bark^ and cut the maiiu 

The merchant, while the weftern breeze 
Foments to rage th* Icarian feas, 
Urg*d by th* impendijig hand of fatc^ 
ExtoUs to heav'n his country- feat. 
Its fweet retirement, fearlefs eaie« 
The fields, the air« the iftreams, die ttees ; 
Yet fits the (hattsr'd bark agsun, 
Refolv'd to brave the tumid main, 
Refolv'd all hazards to endure. 
Nor fhun a plague, but, to he poor. 

One with the free, the gqn'roiiis bowl, 
Abforbs his cares^ and warms his feul : 
Now wrapt in eafe, fupinely laid 
Beneath the myrtle's am'rous fhade ; 
Now where fome fkcred fountain flows, 
Whofe cadence foft invites repofe^ 

While 
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While balf the fultry fiunmer's. daf 
On filent pinions deals away. 

Some bofoms boaft a nobler flatne,. 
In fields of death to toil for famC) 
In war's grim front to tempt their face, 
Curftwar! which brides and mothers bate: 
As in each kindling hero's fight 
Already glows the pron^is'd fight. 
Their hearts with more than tranfport bound. 
While drums and trumpets mix their found 

Unmindful of his tender wife. 
And ev'ry home-felt blifsof life, 
The huntfman, in th* i^flielter^ plains 
Heav'n's whole inclemency fuftains ; 
Now fcales'the fteepy mountain's fide. 
Now tempts the torrent's headlong tide ; 
Whether his faithful hounds in view. 
With fpeed feme timid prey purfue; 
Or, if fome monfter of the wood 
At once his hopes and fnares elude. 

Good to beftow, like heav'n, is thiiie. 
Concurring in one great defign % 
To cool the fever's burning rage. 
To knit the feeble nerves of age. 

To 
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To bid young health, with pleafure crown'd, 
Jn rofy luftre fmile around. 

My humbler funftion Ihall I name, \ < 

My fole delight, my higheft aim ? « > 

Infpir'd through breezy (hades to ftray. 
Where choral nymphs and graces play ; 
Above th* unthinking herd to foar. 
Who fink forgot, and are no more ; 
To fn^tch from fate an honeft fame. 
Is all I hope, and all I claim ; . 

' If to my vows Euterm deign 
The Doric reed*s mellifluent fixain. 
Nor Polyhymnia, darling Mufe ! 
To tune the Lefbian harp refufe. 
But, if you rapk me with the choir. 
Who touch with happy hand the lyre ; 
Exulting to the ftarry frame, 
Suftaifi*d by all the wings of fame. 
With bays adorn'd I then Ihall foar, 
Obfcure, dcprefs'd, and fcorn'd no more j 
While envy^ vainly merit's foe. 
With fable wings (hall flag below ; 
And, doom'd to bfe^the a grofler air, 
7p fc^ch fny gloripu^ height, defpair. 

PSALM 
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PSALM L IMITATED. 

HO W bleft die man, how more than blcft ! 
Whofe heart no [guilty thou^ts employ 
God's endlefs funfhine fills his breaft^ 
And fmilinjg confcienpe whifpers peace an4 joy^ 

Fair redlitude's unerring way 
His heav'n-condufi^d fteps purfiie i 

While crowds in guilt and error ftray, 
Unftain'd his foul, and ypdecejv'd his yicWf 

While with unmeaning laughter gay. 

Scorn, on her throne crefted high. 
Emits a falfe delufive ray. 

To catch th' aftonilh'd gaze of folly's eye j 

Deep in herfelf his foul retired, 
Unmov'd beholds the meteor bla2;e, 

And, with all-perfeft beauty fir'd. 
Nature, and nature's God, intent furveys, 

Him from high heav'n, her native feat, 

Eternal wifdom's felf infpires ; 
While he with purpofe fix'd as fate, 

furfijcs bw dilates, and her charms admires. 
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In funfhine mlld^ and temp'race air. 
Where fome refrcfhing fountain flows. 

So, nurft by nature's tend'rcft care, 
.A lofty tree with autumn's creafure glows. 

Around its boughs the fummer gale 
With pleafure waves the genial wing; 

There np unfriendly colds prevail. 
To chill the vigour of its eodlefs fpring. 

Atnid its hofpitable fhade. 

Heaven's fweeteft warblers tune the lay | 
Nor Ihall its honours ever fade. 

Nor immature its plenteous fruit decay. 

By God*s almighty arm fuftain'd. 
Thus virtue foon or late Ihall rife 5 

JEnjoy her conqueft nobly gain*d, 
And fhare immortal triumph in the fkies^ 

But fools, to facred wifdom blind. 
Who vice's tempting eall obey, 

A difF'rent fate fliall quickly find. 
To ev'ry roaring ftorm an eafy prey. 



Thus, 
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Thus, when the warring winds arife. 

With all their lawlefs fury driv'n. 
Light chaff or duft incelfant flies, 

Whirl'd in fwift eddies thro* the vault of heaven. 

"When in tremendous pomp array'd, 

Defcending from the op'ning iky, 
tVith full omnipotence difpjay'd. 

Her God (hall call on nature to reply : 

Then vice, with fhame and grief deprcls'd^ 

Transfix'd with horror and defpair. 
Shall feel hell kindling in her breait. 

Nor to her judge prefer her tremblbg prayV : 

For, with a father's fond regard. 

To blifs he views fair virtue tend ; 
While vice obtains her juft reward. 

And all her paths in deep perdition end. 



An 
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An HYMN to the Supreme Beinc^^ 
In IMITATION of the CIV. P£dm. 

^d prius die am foUtis parentis 
Laudibus? qui res bominum ac deorum^ 
^i mare et terras^ variisque mundum 

Temperat boris ? Hoit; 

ARISE, my foul! on wings feraphic rife. 
And praife th* almighty Sov'reign of the fldcs i 
In whom alone effential glory (hines. 
Which not the hcav'n of hcav*ns^ nor boundkfs fpacc 
confines. 

When darknefs rul'd with univerfal fway. 
He fpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day, 
Firft, faireft offspring of th' omnific word ! 
Which like a garment cloath'd its fov*reign Lord^ 
On liquid air he bade the columns rife. 
That prop the ftarry concave of the Ikies ; 
Diffused the blue expanfe from pole to pole. 
And fpread circumfluent aether round the whole. 

Soon as he bids impetuous whirlwinds fly, 
To wing his founding chariot thro' the Iky ; 

Impetuous 
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Impetuous whirlwrnds the command obey, 
Suftain his flight, and fwcep th* aerial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high^ 
Unnumbered hods of radiant heralds fly 
From orb to orb, with progreis unconfin'd. 
As lightning fwifc, refiflJefs as the wind. 

In ambient air this ponderous ball he hung. 
And bade its center reft for ever ftrong j 
Heav'ni air, and fea, with all their ftorms, in v^rt 
Aflault the bafis of the firm machine; 

At thy almighty voice old ocean raves. 
Wakes all his force^ and gathers all his waves | 
Nature lies mantled in a wat'ry robe, 
And Ihorelefs ocean revels round the globe ; 
O'er higheft hills the higher furges rife. 
Mix with the clouds, and theet the fluid {kies^ 
But when in thunder Che rebuke was giv'n. 
That fliook th* eternal firmament of heav'n 5 
The grand rebuke th* affrighted waves obey^ 
And in confufion fcour their uncouth way ; 
And pofting rapid to the place decreed. 
Wind down the hills, and fweep the humble tHead^ 
Reludant in their bounds the waves fubfide. 
The bounds, impervious to the lading tide, 

B Keftraki 
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Reftrain its rage ; whilft, with inceflant roar. 
It fhakes the caverns, and afiaulcs the Ihore. 

By him, from mountains doath'd in lucid fnow^. 
Through fertile vales the mazy rivers flow. 

Herb the wild horfe, unconfcious of the rein. 
That revels boundlefs o'er the wide campaign. 
Imbibes the filver furge, with heat oppreft. 
To cool the fever of his glowing breaft. 

Here rifing boughs, adorn'd with fuannei^spride, 
Projedt their waving umbrage o'er the tide ^ 
While, gently perching on the leafy fpray. 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay : 
And, while thy praife they fymphonize around. 
Creation echoes to the grateful found. 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends. 
Its tinftures brightens, and its arch extends : 
* At the glad fign the airy conduits flow. 
Soften the hills, and chear the meads below : 
By genial fervour and prolific rain. 
Swift vegetation runs thro' all the plain : 
Nature, profufely good, with blifs o'erflows. 
And ilill is pregnant, tho' ihe (till beflows. 

Here verdant pafliures wide extended lye, 
And yield the grazing herd exuberant fupply. 

Luxuriant 
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Luxuriant waving in the wanton air. 
Here golden grain rewards the peafant's care : 
Here vines mature with frefti carnation glow, 
And heav*n above difFufes heav'n below. 
Eredt and tall here mountain cedars rife. 
Wave in the ftarry vault, and emulate the ikies. 
Here the wing*d crowd, that fkim the yielding air 
"With artful toil their little domes prepare ; 
ri-JHere hatch their tender young, and nvjrfe xht ri- 

fing care. 
Up the fteep hill afcends the nimble doe. 
While timid conies fcour the plains below. 
Or in the pendent rock elude the fcenting foe. 

He bade the filver majefty of night 
Revolve her circles, and cncreafe her light •, 
Affign'd a province to each rolling fphere. 
And taught the fun to regulate the year. 
At his command, wide hov'ring o'er the plain. 
Primaeval night refumes her gloomy reign : 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay. 
The favage monfters bend their fpeedy way, 
JHowl thro* the fpacious wafte, and chafe their 

frighted prey. 

Here 
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Here ftalks the ftiaggy monarch of the wood, 
jTaught from thy providence to alk his food ; 
To thee, O Father, to thy bounteous (kies, 
fie rears his mane, and rolls his jglaring eyes j 
Jie roars ; the defart trembles wide around, 
And repercuffive hills repeat the found. 

No^ orient gems the eaftern (kies adorn, 
And joyful, nature hails the opening morn i 
The roTcrs^ confcious of approaching day, 
fly to their fhelters, and forget their prey. 
]Laborious man with moderate dumber bieft, 
Springs chearful to his toil from downy reft j 
Till grateful ev-ning, with her argent train, 
Bid labour ceafc, and cafe the weary fwain. 

" Hail! fpv-reign goodnefs, all produftive mind! 
On all thy works rhyfelf infcrib'd we find : 
How various all, how variou(]y endowed. 
How great their number, and each part how good | 
How perfeft then muft the great Parent ftiine. 
Who, with one aft pf energy divine, 
J^aid the vaft plan, and finifh'd the defign !** 

Where'er the pleafingfearch my thoughts purfue, 
ynboupcjed goodnef? rife^ IP jny view 5 

Npr 
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Nor does our world alone its influence fhare ; 
Exhaufllefs bounty, and unwearied care. 
Extends thro' all thMnfinitude of Ipace, 
And circles nature with a kind embrace. 

The azure kingdoms of the deep below. 
Thy pow'r, thy wifdom, and thy goodnefs (bow i *- 
Here multitudes of various beings ftray, 
Crowd the profound, or on the furface play: 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore. 
And ev'ry produft waft from ev*ry fliore ; 
JHEence meagre want expclPd, and fanguine ftrife. 
For the mild charms of cultivated life 5 
Hence focial union (preads from foul to foul. 
And India joins in friendlhip with the pole . 
Here the huge potent of the fcaly train 
Enormous fails incumbent o'er the main 
An animated ifle, and in his way, 
Paflies to heav'n's blue arch the foamy fea : 
When fkies and ocean mingle dorm and flame. 
Portending inftant wreck to nature's frame, 
Pleas'd in the fcene, he mocks with confcious pride, 
The volley'd lightning, and the furging tide 5 
And, while the wrathful elements engage, 
Foment? with horrid fport the tempeft's raj^e. 
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All thofe thy watchful providence fuppUes, 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes ; 
For them thou op'neft thy exhauftlefs ftore. 
Till the capacious wifh can grafp no more. 

But, if one moment thou thy face ihould*ft hide. 
Thy glory clouded, or thy fmiles deny'd. 
Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes. 
And vents her grief in univcrfal cries : 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train. 
Wide o'er the nations fpreads his difmal reign ; 
Sea, earth, and air, the boundlefs ravage mourn. 
And all their hofts to native dud return.* 

But when again thy glory is difplay'd, 
Rcviv'd creation lifts her chearful head ; 
New rifing forms thy potent fmiles obey. 
And life rekindles at the genial ray ; 
United thanks repleni(h*d nature pays, 
And heav'n and earth refound their Maker's praife. 

When time ftiall in eternity be loft. 
And hoary nature languifh into duft ; ' 
f'or ever young thy glory fhall remain, 
Vaft as thy being, endlefs as thy reign. 
Thou, from the regions of eternal day, 
yiew'il all thy worl^ at one immepfe fyrvey : 

Pleas'4 
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Pleas'd, ihou behold'ft the whole propenfcly tend 
To perfed happinefs, its glorious end. 

If t)iou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her bails trembles, and her offspring dies : 
Thou fmit'ft the hills, and, at th' Almighty blow. 
Their fummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 

While this immortal (park of heav'nly flame 
Diftends my breafl;, and animates my frames 
To thee my ardent praifcs fhall be borne 
On the firfl: breeze that wakes the blufhing mom a 
The lateft ftar ihall hear the pleafing found. 
And nature in full choir fhall join around.' 
When full of thee my foul excurfive flies 
Thro* earth, air, ocean, or thy regal fkies ; 
From world to world, new wonders ftill I find. 
And all the God-head ^flafhes on my mind. 
When wingM with whirlwinds, vice fhall take its flight 
To the deep bofom of eternal night. 
To thee my foul fhall endlefs praifes pay : 
Join, men and angles, join th' exalted lay f 



PSALM 



t6 P O E M S oM 



PSALM CXXXIX. IMITATED^. 

ME, O my God ! thy piercing eye^ 
In motion, or at reft furveys 5 
If to the lonely couch I fly^ 

Or travel through frequented ways ; 
Where'er 1 move, thy boundkfs reign. 
Thy mighty prefcnce circles all the fcentf. 

Where (hall my thoughts from thee retire^ 
Whofe view pervades my inmoft heart f 

The latent, kindlings young defire. 
The word, ere from my lips it part. 

To thee fheir various forms difplay. 

And fhine revealed in thy unclouded day^ 

fiehind me if I turn my eyts^ 

Or forward bend my wandering fight^ 

Whatever objefts roitnd me rife 

Through the wide fields of air and light i 

With thee imprefs'd each various frame. 

The forming, moving, prefent God proclaim^ 

Fafthcif 
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Father of all, omnifcient Mind, 

Thy wifdom who can comprehend ? 

Its higheft point what eye can find. 
Or to its lowed depths defcend ? 

That wifdom, which, ere things began, 

Saw full expreft th' all-comprehending plan! 

What dark recefs, what diftant clime. 

Beyond thy reach, fhall I purfue ? 
What cave profound, what ftar fublime. 

Shall hide me from thy boundlefs view ? 
Where from thy fpirit fhall I fly, 
Diffufive, vital, felt thro' earth and flcy i 

If up to heav*n*s aethcrial height. 

Thy profpeft to elude, I rife ; 
In fplendour there, feverely bright. 

Thy prefence fhall my fight furprife : 
There, beaming from their fource divine, 
In full meridian, light and beauty fhine, 

Beneath the pendent globe if laid. 

If plung'd in hell's abyfs profound, 
I call on night's impervious fhade 

To fpread cflfential blacknefs round -, 
Confpicuous to thy wide furvey, 
Ev'n hell's grim horrors kindle into day. 

C Tbi^^ 
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Thee, mighty God ! my wond'ring foul, 
Thee, all her confcious pow*rs adore; 

Whofe being circumfcribes the whole, 
Whofe eyes its utmoft bounds explore : 

Alike illum*d by native light. 

Amid the fun's full blaze, or gloom of night. 

If through the fields of aether borne. 
The living winds my flight fuftain ; 

If on the rofy wings of morn, 

I feek the diftant weilern main ; 

There, O my God ! thou ftill art found. 

Thy powV upholds me, and thy arms furround. 

Thy eflence fills this breathing frame. 
It glows in ev'ry confcious part ; 
Lights up my foul with livelier flame, 

. And feeds with life my beating heart : 
Unfelt along my veins it glides. 
And through their mazes rolls the purple tides. 

While, in the filent womb Inclos'd, 

A growing embrio yet I Jay, 
Thy hand my various parts difpos'd. 

Thy breath infus'd life's genial ray 5 
Till, finifh'd by thy wond'rous plan, 
I rofe the dread majeftic form of man. 



T# 
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To thee, from whom my being came, 
Whofe fmile is all the heav'n I know. 

Replete with all my wond'rous theme. 
To thee my votive ftrains fhall flow : 

Great Archetype ! who firft defign'd, 

Expreflive of thy glory, human kind. 

Who can the ftars of heav'n explore. 

The flow'rs that deck the verdant plain, 

Th' unnumber'd fands that form the fhore. 
The drops that fwell the fpacious main ? 

Let him thy wonders publifh round. 

Till earth and hcav'n's eternal throne refound. 

As fubterraneous flames confin'd, 

From earth's dark womb impetuous rife. 

The conflagration, fanned by wind. 

Wraps realms, and blazes to the flcies : 

In lightning's flafti, and thunder's roar. 

Thus vice fliall feel the tempefl: of thy pow'r. 

Fly then, as far as pole from pole, 

Ye fons of flaughter, quick retire ; 
At whofe approach my kindling foul 

Awakes to unextinguifli'd ire : 
Fly -, nor provoke the thunder's aim. 
You, who in fcorn pronounce th' Almighty's name. 

The 
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The wretch, who dares thy pow'r defy. 
And on thy vengeance loudly call, 

On him nor pity's melting eye. 
Nor partial Favour e'er fhall fall : 

Still fhall thy foes be mine, ftill (hare 

Unpity'd torture, and unmixC defpair. 

Behold, O God ! behold mc Hand, 
^And to thy ftridt regard difclofe 
Whatever was afted by my hand, 

Whate'er my inmoft thoughts propofe : 
If vice indulged their candour ftain. 
Be all my portion bitternefs and pain. 

But, O ! if nature, weak and frail. 

To ftrong temptations oft give way. 

If doubt or paffion oft prevail. 

O'er wand'ring reafon's feeble ray : 

Let not thy frowns my fault reprove. 

But guide thy creature with a Father's lovi 
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An hymn to divine LOVE. 

In imitation of Spenser. 

I. 

NO more of lower flames, whofe pleafing rtg^ 
With fighs and foft complaints I weakly fed j 
At whofe unworthy ihrine, my budding age. 
And willing Mufe their firft devotion paid. 
Fly, nurfe of madnefs, to eternal fhade : 
Far from my foul abjur'd and banifh*d fly. 
And yield to nobler fires, that lift the foul more high, 

II. 

O LOVE ! coeval with thy parent God, 
To thee I kneel, thy prefent aid implore 5 
At whofe celeftial voice and powerful nod. 
Old difcord fled, and chaos ceas'd to roar. 
Light fmird, and order rofe, unfeen before. 
But in the plan of the eternal Mind, 
When God defign'd the work, and lov'd the work 
dcfign'd. 

m. Thoq 
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IIL 

Thou fitrd'ft the wafte of ocean, earth, and air. 
With multitudes that fwira, or walk, or fly : 
From rolling worlds defccnds thy gen'rous care, 
To.infedt crowds that 'fcape the niceft eye: 
For each a fphere was circumfcribM by thee. 

To blefs, and to be blefsM their nobleft. end ; 

To which, with fpeedy courfe,they all unerring tend. 

IV. 
Confcious oF thee, with nobler pow'rs endu'd^ 
Next man, thy darling, into being rofe. 
Immortal, form*d for high beatitude. 
Which neither end nor interruption knows. 
Till evil couch'd in fraud began his woes : 
Then to thy aid was boundlefs wifdom joined. 
And. for apoftate man redemption thus defign'd, 

V. 

By thee, his glories veilM in mortal (hroud, 
God*s darling offspring left his feat on high j 
And heav'n and earth, amaz'd and trembling, viewed 
Theirwounded Sovereign groan, and bleed, and die. 
By thee, in triumph to his native fky. 
On angels wings, the viftor God afpir'd, 
Jldenting juftice fmil'd, and frowning wrath retired. 

VL To 
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VI. 

To thee, munific, ever-flaming love ! 

One endlefs hymn united nature fings : 

To thee the bright inhabitants above 

Tune the glad voice, and fweep the warbling ftring*» 

Prom pole to pole, on ever- waving wings. 

Winds waft thy praife, by rolling planets tun*d; 

Aid then, O love! my voice to emulate the found, 

VII. 
It comes ! it comes ! I feel internal day •, 
Transfufive warmth through all my bofom glows; 
My foul expanding gives the torrent way j 
Thro* all my veins it kindles as it flows* 
Thus, ravifli*d from the fcene of night and woes 
Oh ! fnatch me, bear me to thy happy reign -, 
There teach my tongue thy praife in more exalted 
ftrain. 



An 
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ON 



An HYMN to BENEVOLENCE. 

TT AIL! fource of tranfport ever new ; 
^ -^ While I thy ftrong impulfe purfue, 

I tafte a joy fincere ; 
Too vaft for little minds to know. 
Who on themfelves alone beftow 

Their wifhes and their. care. 

Daughter of God ! delight of man ! 
From thee feHcity began ; 

Which ftill thy hand fuftains : 
By thee fweet Peace her empire fpread. 
Fair Science raised her laureled head. 

And Difcord gna(h*d in chains. 

Far as the pointed fun-beam flies 
Through peopled earth and ftarry fldes. 

All nature owns thy nod : 
We fee its energy prevail 
Through Being's ever-rifing fcale. 

From nothing ev'n to God. 

Envy 
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fenvy, that tortures her own heart 
With plagues and ever-burning fmarc^ 

Thy charms divine expel : 
Aghaft (he fhuts her livid eyes« 
And, wing'd with tenfold fury, fly$ 

To native ni^t and hell. 

By thee infpir*d, the generous breaft^ 
In bleffing others only blcft^ 

With goodncfs large and frce^ 
Delights the widow's tears to ftay. 
To teach the blind their ftnoothcft way< 

And aid the feeble knee. 

O come ! and o^er my bofom reign. 
Expand my hearty inflame each vein^ 

Through ev'ry aftion (hine ; 
Each low, each felfiih wifh controul^ 
With all thy cffence warm my foul. 

And make me wholly thine. 

Nor let fair Virtue's mortal bane^ 
The foul-contra&ing third of gain. 

My fainteft wifhes fway 5 
By her poflefe'd, ere hearts refine. 
In heirs dark depth (hall mercy (hinCf 

And kindle endlefs day. 
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If from thy facred paths I turn. 

Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn^ 

Nor with their pleafurcs glow : 
Banilh'd from God, from blifi, and thee^ 
My own tormentor let me be. 

And groan in hopelefs woe. 



An hymn to FOktiTUDEf; 

"XT I G H T, brooding o*er her mute domain, / 
•^ ^ In raylefs filence wraps her reign -, 
Clouds prefs on clouds, and, as they rife, 
Condenfe to folid gloom the fkies. 

Portentous, through the foggy air. 
To wake the Dalcmon of defpair. 
The raven hoarfe, and boding owl. 
To Hecate curft anthems howl. 

Intent with execrable art. 
To burn the veins, and tear the heart, 
The witch, unhallowed bones to raife. 
Through fun'ral vaults ^hd charncls Arrays ^ 
Calls the damn^^d fliade from ev'ry cell. 

And adds new labours to their hell. 

And, 
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And, (hield me heav*n ! what hollow found, 
Like fate's dread knell, runs echoing round f 
The bell ftrikes one, that magic hour. 
When rifing fiends exert their pow'r. 
And now, fure now, fome caufe unble^ 
Breathes more than horror thro* my breaft: 
How deep the breeze I how dim the light ! 
What fpedres fwim before my fight! 
My frozen limbs pale terror chains. 
And in wild eddies wheels rpy brains; 
My icy blood/orgets tarpUj 
And death ev'n feems tp fcize my foul. ^ 

What facred pow'r, what heading art^ 
^hali bid my foul herfelf ajQert } 
Shall rouze th' immortal a&ive fiame^ 
And teach her whence her being catfic ? j • 

O Fortitude ! divinely bright, 
O Virtue's child, and man's delight ! 
Defcend, an amicable gueft^ 
And with thy firnuiefs ftcel my breaft ; 
Pefcend^ propitious to my lays. 
And, while my lyre refounds thy praife^ 
With energy divinely fl:rong 
Exalt my foul, and warm my fon^. 

When 



Whbk raving in eternal pains, 
And loaded '^ith ten thoufand chains. 
Vice, deep in Phlegeton, yet lay, 
Nor with her vifage blafted day ; 
JN'o fear to guiltlefs man was known. 
For God and Virtue retgn'd alone. 
But, when from native flames and nighty 
The cqrfed mOnfter wing'd her flight. 
Pale Fear, s^mong her hideous trjun, 
Chas*d fweet Contentment from her feign y 
Placed death and hell before each eye. 
And wrapt in inifl: the golden flcy ; 
Banilh'd from day each dear delight^ 
And Ihook with corifcious fl:af ts the night. 

When, from tV imperial feats on high^ 
The Lord of nature tprn*d his eye. 
To view the fl:ate of things below ; 
Still bleft to make his Creatures fo : 
prom earth he faw Astraea fly> 
And feek her manfions in the flcy 5 
Peace, crown'd with olives, left her throne. 
And white-roWd Innocence was gone : 
While Vice, reveal'd in open day. 
Sole tyrant, ruPd with iron fway ^ 
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And Virtue veil- d her weejMng charms. 
And fled for refuge to his arms. 
Her altars fcorny^ her (brines defac'd. 
Whom thus th' effiintial Good addrefs'd, 
*^ Thou, whom my foul adores alonc^ 
Effulgent fharer of my throne. 
Fair emprcfs of eternity ! . 
Who uncreated rcign'ft like mt^ 
Whom I, who folc and boundkfe fway» 
With pleafure infinite obey : 
To yon diurnal fcenes below. 
Who feel their folly in their woe^ 
Again propitious turn thy flight. 
Again oppofe yon tyrant's might ; 
To earth thy cloudlefs charms difclofe, 
Revive thy friends, and blafl: thy foes : 
Thy triumphs man Ihall rapturM fee, 
A6t, fufFcr, live, and die for thee. 
But fince all crimes their hell contain. 
Since all muft feel who merit pain, 
]Let Fortitude thy fteps attend, 
And be, like thee, to man a friend j 
To urge him on the arduous road. 
That lead^ to yirtue, blifs^ and Qod ; 
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To fclunt the fting of ev'ry grief. 
And be to all a ne^r relief.'* 

He faid ; and ihe, with fmiles divine. 
Which made all heav'n more brightly fhine; 
To earth returned with all her^rain. 
And brought the golden age agaiiu 
Since erring mortals, unconftrain'd. 
The God, that warms their breaft, profaned. 
She, guardian of their joys no more. 
Could only leave them, and deplore : 
They, now the eafy prey of pain, 
Curft in their wifh, their choice obtain j 
Till, arm'd with hpav'n and fate, ihe cam« 
JHEer deftin'd honours to reclaim. 
Vice and her flaves beheld her. flight. 
And fled like birds obfcene from light, 
Back to th* abode of plagues return. 
To (in and fmart, blafpheme and burn. 

Thou, Go^defs ! fince, with facred aic^, 
Hafl: cv'ry grief and pain allay*d. 
To joy converted ^v'ry fmart. 
And plac'd a heav'n in evVy heart : 
By thee we aft, by thee fuftain, 
Thou facred antidote of pain ! 



At 
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At thy great nod the * Alps fubfide^ 
Reluftant rivers turn their tide 5 
With all thy force Alcides warm'd^ 
Alone ^ainft oppreffion arm*d : 
By thee his n>ighty nerves were ftrung. 
By thee his ftrength for ever young ; 
While on gigantic vice he prefs'd. 
His vigour with his foes incrcas^d^ 
By thee, like Jove's almighty hand^ 
Ambition's havodc to withftand, 
t TiMOLEON rofc, the fcourge of fate^ 
And hurl'd a tyrant from his flate ^ 
The brother in his foul fubdu'd. 
And warm'd the poniard in his blood ^ 
A foul by fo much virtue fir'd^ 
Not Greece alone, but Hcav'n admir'd. 

But in thofe dregs of human kind, 
Thofe days to guilt and fear refign'd. 
How rare fuch views the heart expand t 
In danger's front unmov'd to ftand 5 

Like 

♦ Alluding to the hiftoiy of Hannibal. 

f TiMOLBON, having long in vain importuned his brother to 
rcfign the defpotifm of Syracuse^ at laft reftoied the libextjr 
of the people, by (tabbing him. Fiif. Plut. 
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Like hcav*n*s almighty pow*r, fereoc^ 
With fix'd regard oView the fcene. 
When nature quakes beneath the &orai|. 
And horror wears its direft (6tm. 
Though future worlds arc now defcry^d^ 
Though Paul has writ, and Jbsus dy'd^ 
Difpeird the dark mfemal (hade. 
And all the heav*n of heavens difpky'd i 
Curft with unoumber^d groundkis fears. 
How pale yon fhiv'riog wretch appeafsi 
For him the day-light fhines in vain9 
For him the fields no joys contaki i 
Nature's whole chaross to him are loG:^ 
No more the woods their niufic boaift % 
No more the meads thetrremal bloom^ 
No more the gales their rich perfume i 
Impending mifts def^m the iky. 
And beauty withers ki his eye. 
In hopes his terror to eldde. 
By day he mingles widi the crowd i 
Yet finds his foul to fears a prey, 
In bufy crowds, and open day. 
If night alone his walk furprife, 
VfhsLt horrid vilions round him rife ! 



that 
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I'hat blafted oak^ which meets his way. 
Shown by the meteor^s fudden rty^ 
The midnight muid^rer's known retreat^ 
Felt heav'n's avengeful bolt of late i 
The clafhing chain, the groan profound^ 
Loud from yon rain'd Cow'r lefound ; 
And now the fpot he ieems to trcad^ 
Where fome felf-flaughter*d corfe was laid! 
Beneath his fteps earih feems to bend» 
Deep murmws^ Arom her caves afcend ; 
Till all his foul^ by fancy fway'd^ 
Sees lurid phantoms aawd the fhade ; 
While ihrouded mams palely flare. 
And beck'ning wilh to hreatht their care i 
Thus real woes from ialfe he bears^ 
And feels the death, the hell he fears» 

O thou ! whofQ fpirk warms my fi>ngi 
With energy divinely ftrong 
Ere6t his foul, confirm his breaft^ 
And let him know the fweets of rell: %, 
Till ev'ry human pain and care^ 
All that may be, and all that are^ 
But falfe imagined ills appear 
Beneath our hope^ ojor gricif, or fear# 

E And 
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And, if I right invoke ihy aid. 

By thee be all my woes allay'd j 

With fcorn inftruft me to defy 

Impofing fear, and lawlefs joy ; 

To ftruggle thro* this fcene of ftrife, 

The pains of death, the pangs of life ; 

With conftant brow to meet my fate. 

And meet ftill more, Euanthe's hate. 

And, when fome fwain her charms (hall claim^ 

Who feels not half my gen'rous flame^ 

Whofe cares her angel-voice beguiles. 

On whom fhe bends her heavenly fmiles ; 

For whom fhe weeps, for whom (he glows. 

On whom her treafur'd foul beftows ; ; 

When perfeft mutual joy they ftiare^ 

Ah ! joy enhanced by my defpair 1 

Mix beings in each flaming kifs. 

And blelt flill rife to higher blifs : 

Then, then, exert thy utmoft pow'r. 

And teach me being to endure ; 

Left reafon from the. helm fhould ftart. 

And lawlefs fury rule my heart ; 

Left madnefs all my foul fubdue. 

To afk her Maker, What doft thou ? 

Yet, 
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Yet, couldfl thou in chat dreadful hour. 
On my rack'd foul all Lethe pour. 
Or fan me with the gelid breeze, 
That chains in ice th* indignant feas 5 
Or wrap my heart in tenfold fteel, 
} ftill am man, and ftill muft feel. 



The wish satisfied: 

An irregular ODE, 

I. 
/T^OO long, my foul ! thou*rt toft below, 

•*' From hope to hope, from fear to fear : 

How great, how lafting ev'ry woe ! 

Each joy how fhort, how infincere ! 

II. 

Turn around thy fearching eyes 

Thro* all the bright varieties 5 

And, with exadeft care, 
Seleft from all the fhining crowd. 
Some lafting joy, fome fov'reign good, 

And fix thy wiflies there. 

III. With 
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ni. 

With toil amais a mighty ftore 

Of glowing ftones, or yellow ore ; 

Plant the fields with golden grain. 

Crowd with lowing herds the plain. 

Bid the marble domes afcend. 

Bid the pleafant view extend. 

Streams and groves and woods appear. 

And ipring and autumn $11 the year : 

Sure, thefe are joys, full, permanent, finccre ; 

Sure, now each boundlefs wifh can afk no more. 

IV. 

On rofes now reclin'd, 

I languiih into reft ; 
No vacuum in ihy mind. 

No craving wifli unHeft : 
But ah ! in vain. 
Some abfent joy ftill gives me pain, 

By toys elated, or by toys deprcft. 

V. 

What melting joy can footli my grief? ^ 

What balmy pleafure yield my foul relief? 

'Tis 
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Tis found ; the blifs already wanns, 
Suok in love's perfuafive arms. 

Enjoying and enjoy*d : 
To tafte variety of charms 

Be ev*iy happy hour employ'ij^ 

VI. 

As the fpcedy moments roll. 

Let fome new joy confpii::^^ 
Hebe, fill the rofy bowl % 

Orpheus, tunc the lyre 5 
To new-born rapture wake the foul. 

And kindle young defire : 
While, a beauteous choir around. 
Tuneful virgins join the found, 
Panting bofoms, fpeaking eyes. 
Yielding fmiles, and trembling fighs : 
Thro' melting error let their voices rov^ 
And trace th* inchanting maze of hannony and !ovc. 

VII. 

Still, ftill infatiate of delight 

My wifties open, as my joys increafe : 
What now fhall flop their reftlefs flight. 
And yield thcjn kind redrefs ? 

Fof 
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IpoT fomething dill unknown I figh» 
Beyond what ftrikes the touch, the ear, the eye : 
Whence (hall I feek, or how purfue 
The phantom, that eludes my view, 
And cheats njy fond embrade ? 

VIII. 
Thus, while her wantoij toils fond pleafure Ipread,' 
By fenfe and paffion Windly led, 
J chacM the Syren thro* the flow'ry maze. 
And courted death ten thoufand ways : 
%\nd heav'n beheld, with pitying eyes. 
My reftlefs toil, my fruitlefs fighs ; 
And, from the realms of endlefs day, 
A bright Immortal wing'd his way ; 
Swift as a fun-beam down he flew. 
And ftood dififlos'd, eflFulgent to my view* 

IX. 

Fpnd man, he cry^d, thy fruitlefs fearch forbear 5 

"Nor vainly hope, within this narrow iphere, 

A certain happinefs to Qnd, 

Unbounded as thy wifli, eternal as thy mind : 

In God, in perfedt good alone. 

The anxious foiil can find repofe 5 

Nof to a blifs beneath his throne. 

One hour of full enjoyment owes : 

* He, 
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He, only he, can fill each wide dcfire. 

Who to each wifli its being gave i 
Not all the charms which mortal wiihes fire^ 
Not all which angels in the ikies admire. 

But God's paternal fmile, can bid it ceafe to crave. 
Him then purfue, without delay ; 
He is thy prize, and virtue is thy Way. 
Then to the winds his radiant plumes he fpread^ 
And from my wondering eyes, more fwift than 
lightning, fled. 



To H A P P I N E S S : An O DE. 

I. 

TH E morning dawns, the ev'ning fhades 
Fair Nature's various face difguife j 
No fcene to reft my heart perfuades. 

No moment frees from tears my eyes : 
Whate'er once charm'd the laughing hour. 
Now boafts no more its pleafing pow'r j 
Each former objeft of delight. 
Beyond redemption, wings its flight ; 
And, where it fmil'd the darling of my fight, 
ProfpeftS of woe and horrid phantoms rife. 

11. O 
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11. 

O Happiness ! immortal Fair^ 

Where does thy fubtil eflence dwell ? 

Dofl: thou relax the Hermit's care» 
Companion in the lonely celt i 

Or, dofl thou on the Ainny pliun 

Infpire the reed, and cbear the fwain I 

Or, fcornful of each low retreat. 

On fortune's fsivour doit thou wait \ 

And, in the gilded chambers of the great, 
Protradt the revel, and the pleafure fwell ? 

III. 
Ah me ! the Hermit's cell explore 5 

Thy abfence he, like me, complains 5 
While murm'ring ftreams along the fhore, 

fichoe the love-fick fhepherd's ftrains i 
Nor, wher^ the gilded domes afpire, 
Deign*ft thou, O Goddefs 1 to retire i 
Though there the loves and graces play^ 
Though wine and mufic court thy ftay ; 
Thou fly'ft, alas ! and who can trace thy way^ 

Or fay what place thy heav'nly form contains ? 

IV. If 
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IV. 
If to mankind I turn my viewf 

FlatcerM with hopes of focial joy 1 
Rapine and blood * mankind purfue^ 

As God had form'd them to dellroy* 
Difcord, at whofe tremendous view 
Hell quakes with horror ever new. 
No more by endlefa night depreft. 
Pours all her venom thro* each breaft; 
And, while deep groans and carnage is increas'dj 

Smiles grim, the rifing mifchief to enjoy. 

V- 
Hence, hence, indignant turn thy eyes. 

To my dejedted foul I faid j 
See, to the fhade Euanthe flies. 

Go, find Euanthe in the fhade : 

Her angel- form thy fight fliall charmj 

Thy heart her angel-goodnds warm % 

There, fhall no wants thy fteps purfue. 

No wakeful care contract thy brow ; 

Mufic each found, and beauty ev'ry vieWy 

Shall ev'ry fenfe with full delight invade. 

F VI. Exulting 

* This Ode was written in the year 1743.' 
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VL 

Exulting in the charming thought^ 

Thither with hafty fteps I prefs ; 
And, while th' inchanting maid I fought, 

ThankM heav*n for all my paft diftrefs t 
Increafing hopes my journey chear*d. 
And now in reach the blifs appeared ; 
Grant this fole boon, O. fate ! I cry'd ; 
Be all thy other gifts deriyM, 
In this fliall all my wiflies be fupply'd ; 

And fure a love like mine deferves no lefs* 

VII. 
In vain, aias / . in vain my pray% 

Fate mix'd the accents with the wind 3 
Th* illufive form diffolv'd in air. 

And left my foul to grief refign*d : 
As far from all my hopes ftie flies. 
As deepeft feas from loftieft fkies : 
Yet, ftill, on fancy deep impreft. 
The fad, the dear ideas reft 5 
Yet ftill the recent forrow heaves my breaft. 

Hangs black o*er life, and preys upon my mind. 

VIIL Ah! 
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VIII. 

Ah ! Goddefs, fcarce to mortals known, 

Who with thy ftiadow madly ftray. 
At length from heav'n, thy facred throne, 

Dart through my foul one chearful ray ; 
Ah ! with fome facred lenient art, 
Allfiy the anguiih of ipy heart ; 
Ah ! teach me, patient to fuftain 
Life's various (lores of grief and pain 5 
Or, 'if I thus prefer my pray'r in vain, 

^oon Jet me fjnd thee in eternal day. 



On 
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On EUANTHE's Absence: 
An ODE. 

L 

BLEST heav*n! and thou, fair world below! 
Is there no cure to footh my fmart ? 
No balm to heal a lover^s woe. 
That bids his eyes for ever flow, 

Confumes his foul, and pines his heart ? 
And will no friendly arm above 
Relieve my tortur'd foul firom love ? 

IL 

As fwift defcending fhow'rs of rain 

Deform with mud the cleared ftreams j 

As rifing mifts hcavVs azure flain, 

Ting'd with Aurora's blufb in vain % 

As fades the flow'r in mid-day beams : 

On life thus tender forrows prey, 

And wrap in gloom its promis*4 day. 

in. Ye 
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III. 

Ye plains, where dear Euanthe ftrays^ 

Ye various objefts of her view^ 
Be deck'd in beauty'3 perfeft blaze ; 
Let all its forms, and all its rays. 

Wherever fhe turns, her eyes purfue : 
All fair, as (he, let nature fliine : 
Ah ! then, how Iqvely I how divine I 

IV. 

Where'er the thymy vales defcend. 

And breathe anibroiial fragrance round^ 

Eternal Truth, thy line extend. 

And teach the prolpedt where to cad ; 

While woods or mountains mark the bound : 

That each fair fcene which ftrikes her eye. 

May charm with fweet variety. 

V. 

Ye ftreams, that, in perpetual flow. 

Still warble on your mazy way. 
Murmur Euanthe, as you go 5 
Murnjur a love-fick Poet's woe : 

Ye feathered warblers, join the lay 5 
Sing how I fufFer, how complain •, 
yet nanie not him who feels the pain. 

VL A^d 
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VI. 

And thou, eternal ruling Pow'r I 

If fpotlefs virtue claims thy care. 
Around unheard of bleffings fhow'r ; 
Let fonie new pleafure crown each hour. 

And t^al^e her bleft, as good and fair : 
Df all thy works, to mortals known^ 
The belt and f^ireft fl^e alone; 



To a Young Gentleman bound for Guinea; 
An ode. 

I. 

AT T E N D the mufe, whofe numbers fl9w 
Faithful to facred friendfhip's woe ; 
And let the Scotian lyre 
pbtain thy pity and thy care ; 
^hde thy loy'd walks and native air 
The foiemn founds infpire. 

Jj. Th»t 
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That native air, thofe walks, no more 
BJeft with their favVite, now deplore. 

And join the plaintive ftrain : 
While, urg'd by winds and waves, he flieSi 
Where unknown ftars, thro* unknown fldes. 

Their tracklefs courfe maintain. 

III. 

Yet think : by ev*ry keener fmarf. 
That thrills a friend or brother's heart 5 

By all the griefs that rife. 
And with dumb anguifli heave the breaft. 
When abfence robs the foul of reft. 

And fwells with tear's the eye$ : 

IV. 

By all our forrows ever new. 

Think whom you fly, and what purfue ; 

And judge by your's our pain : 

From friendfhip's dear tenacious arms. 

You fly, perhaps, to war's alarms. 

To angry fkies and main. 

V.The 
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V. 

The fmiling plain, the folemn ihade^ 
With all the various charms difplay-d^ 

That fummer-s face adorn ; 
Summer, with all that's gay or fweet. 
With tranfport longs thy ftnk to meetj 

And courts thy dear return. 

VI. 

The gentle fun, the fanning gale. 
The vocal wood^ the fragrant vale. 

Thy prefence all implore : 
Can then a wafte of fea and iky. 
That knows no limits, charm thy eye, 

Thy ear the tcmpelfs roar ? 

VII. 

But why fuch weak attraftions name, 
While ev'ry warmer focial claim 

Demands the mournful lay ? 
Ah ! hear a brother's mournful fighs. 
Thro* tears, behold a fifter's eyes 

Emit a faded ray, 

VIII. Thy 
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VIIL 
Thy young allies^ by nature taught 
To feel the tender pang of tboughCi 

Which friends in abience claim ^ 
To thee, with forrow all^fincere^ 
Oft pay the tributary tear, 

Oft lifp with joy thy name^ 

DL 

Nor thefe thy ^ibice moutn alone^ 
O dearly lov'd ! tho' faintly known » 

One yet unfung remains: 
Nature, when icarce fair light he knew^ 
Snatch'd heav'n, earth, beauty^ from his view^ 

And darknefs round him reigns, 

X. 

The mufe with pity view'd his doom ; 
And, darting thro* th' eternal gloom 

An intellectual ray. 
Bade him with fnufic's voice iofpire 
The plaintive flute, the fprightly lyre^ 

And tune th' impalEon'd lay. 

G XL Thus, 
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!XI. 
Thus, tho* defpairing of relief. 
With evVy mark of hcart-fclt grief. 

Thy abfence wc complain : 
While now, perhaps, th' aufpicious gale 
Invites to fpread the flying fail. 

And all our tears are vain. 

Xlt 

Proteft him heav'n t but hence feach fear j 
Since endlefs goodnefs, endkfs care 

This mighty fabric guides 5 
Commands the temped: where to ftray, 
Direfts the lightning's* flanting way. 

And rules the refluent tides. 

XIlI. 

See, from th' eflPulgcnce of his reign. 
With pleas'd furvey. Omniscience deign 

Thy wondrous worth to view : 
See, from the realms of endlefs day. 
Immortal guardians wing their way. 

And all thy fl:eps purfue. 



XIV. If 
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XIV. 
If fable clouds, whofe wombs contain 
The murm'ring bolt, or dafhing rain. 

The blue ferene deform ; 
Myriads from heav'n*s etherial height. 
Shall clear the gloom, reftore the light, 

And chace th* impending ftorm. 



An Irregular ODE 
Sent to a Lady on her Marriage- Day. 

I. 

WITH all your wings, ye moments, fly. 
And drive the tardy fun along ; 
Till that glad morn (hall paint the (ky. 

Which wakes the mufe, and claims the 
raptur'd fong. 

II. 

See nature with our wiflies join. 

To aid the dear, the bled defign ^ 

See Time precipitate his way, 

' Tp bring th* cxpefted happy day j 

See, 
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Sec/ the wilh*d-for da^n appears, 
A more than wonfcd glow fhe wears : 

Hark ! Hymcncals found ; 
pach mufe awake$ her fofteft lyre ; 
Each airy warbler fwells the ahoir j 

^Tis niufic all around^ 

III. 

Awake, ye nymphs, the bluftiing bridCi^ 

T* eclipfe Aurora's rofy pride ; 

While virgin fhame retards her way, | 

\ And Love, half-angry, chides her ftay : 

While hopes and fears alternate reign, 

Intermingling blifs and pain ; 

O'er all her charms difFufe peculiar grace, 
\ Pant in her fhiv 'ring heart, and vary Jn her face^ 

ly. 

At length confent, reludtant fair. 

To blefs thy long-expefting lover-s eyes f 
Too long his fighs are loft in air, 

. At length refign the blifs for which he dies : 
The mufes, prefcient of your future joys. 

Dilate my foul, and prompt the chearful lay; 
While they, thro* coming times, with glad furpri?e, 
The Iqng fufcelfive brijghtning fcenes furvey. 

y.Lo! 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 53^ 

V. ' 
Lo ! to your fight a bloomifig offspring rife> 
And add new ardour to the nuptial ties ; 

While in each form y6u both united Ihinc j 
Frefti honours wait your temples to adorn ; 
For you glad Cerbs fills the flowing horn. 

And heav'n and fate to blefs your days combine^ 

VI. 

While life gives pleafure, life fhall ftill remain, 

Till death, with gentle hand, fhall fhut the pleafing 

fcene : 
Safe, fable guide to that celeftial fhore. 
Where pleafure knows no en^, and change Is fear'4 

pp more ! 



Tp 
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To A COQUET. An ODE. 

I. 

AT length, vain, airy fluttVer, fly 5 
Nor vex the public ear and eye 
With all this noife and glare 1 
Thy wifer kindred gnats behold, 
All Ihrouded in their parent moulfJ^ 
Forfake the chilling air« 

Of conquefl: there they fafely dream ; 
Nor gentle breeze, nor tranfient gleam. 

Allures them forth to play : 
But thou, alike in froft and flame, 
Infatiatc of the cruel game, 
. Still on mankind would*ft prey. 

Tfiy confcious charms, thy pradlis'd arts, 

Thofc adventitious beams that round thee fhine, 

Referve for une/cperienc'd hearts : 

Superior fpclls defpair to conquer mine. 

Go, 
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n. 

So, bid the funfhine oF thine eyes 
VIelt rigid winter, warm the Ikies, 

And fet the rivers free; 
D'er fields, immersM in froft and fnow, 
Jid flow*rs with fmiling verdure grow 5 

Then hope to foften me. 

To, heav'n and freedom witnefs bear, 
'his heart no fecond frown fhall fear. 

No fecond yoke fuftain : 
nough of female fcorn I know ; 
carce ceafe my recent ftripes to glow. 

Scarce fate could break my chain. 

e hours, confum'd in hopelefs pain. 
Ye trees, infculp'd with many a flaming vow, 

e echoes, oft invok'd in vain, 
Ye moon-light walks, ye tinkling rills, adieu ! 

ffl. Your 
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On the Refinements mMetaph^calPhilofophy: 
An ODE. 

I. 

FALSE \^ifdom, fly, with all thy * owls ; 
The dull and cobwebs of the fchools 
For me have chat ms no mtire : 
The grofs Minerva of our days. 
In mighty bulk my learn'd -f Eflays 
Reads joyful o'er and o'er. 

II. 

Led by her hand a length of time. 

Thro' fenfe and nonfenfe, profe and rhyme^, 

I beat my painful way ; 
Long, long revolved the myftic page 
Of many a Dutch and German Sage, 

And hop'd at laft for day. 

III. But, 



,* Formerly the bird of Minerva, but by the moderns a- 
fcribed to Dulness. 

f The Author, like others of greater name, had formerly 
attempted to demonflrate matters of fadt a priori. 
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III. 
But, a$ the mole, hid under ground. 
Still works more dark as more profound, 

So all my toils were vain : 
For truth and fenfe indignant fly. 
As far as ocean from the Iky, 

From all the formal train^ 

IV. 

The * Stagerite, whofe fruitful quill 

O'er free-born nature lords it ftill, 

Suftain'd by form and phrafe 
Of dire portent and folemn found. 
Where meaning feldom can be found. 

From me ihall gain no praife. 

V. 

But you, who would be truly wife. 

To nature's light unveil your eyes. 

Her gentle call obey : 

She leads by no falfe wandering glare. 

No voice ambiguous ftrikes your ear^ 

To bid you vainly ftray. 

VL Not 

• Aristotle, inventor of Syllogifms, and as f^ch only, 
loaentioned here. 
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VL 

fTot in the gloomy cell rcclufe. 
For noble deeds or gen'rous view?. 

She bids us watcK the night ; 
Fair virtue fliines, to all difplay'd, . 

Nor alks the tardy Schoolman's aid. 

To teach us what is right. 

yii. 

Pleafure and pain flie iets in view, 
And which to fhuo, and which purfue^ 

Inftrufts her pupil's heart ; 
Then, lettered Pride J fay, what thy gain| 
To mafk, with fo much fruitlefs pain, ' 

Thy ignorance with art ? 

Vllf. 

Thy ftifF grimace and awful tone 

An idiot's wonder move alone ; 

And, fpite of all thy rules, 

The wife in ey -ry age conclude, 

What * Pyrrhp taught, and f Hume repew'd, 

" That JOogmatiJls are fools.'* 

IX. The 

f Author of Scepticifm. 

f Author of a Treatife on Human Nature. 
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IX. 

The gamefler's hope when cjoom'd to lofe. 
The joys of wine, the wanton's vows, 

The faithlefs calip at fea, 
The courtier's word, the crowd^s applaufe^ 
The Jefuit's faith, the fcnfe of laws. 

Are not more falfc than thee. 

Bleft he ! who fees, without furprize, 
Thy various fyftems fall and rife. 

As fhifts the fickle gale ; 
While all their qtmoft force exert. 
To wound the foe's unguarded part, 

And all alike prevail. 

XL 

Thus (facred * Bards of yore haye fung) 

High heav'n with martial clamours rung. 

And deeds of mortal wrath ; 
When cranes and pygmies glory fought. 
And in the fields of aether fought. 

With mutual wounds and death. 

XII. Let 

f See If omer; 
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XII. 
Let Logic's fons, mechanic throng! 
Thtix fyllogiftic war prolong, 

And reafon's empire boaft : 
Infhrin'd in deep congenial gloom. 
Eternal wrangling be their doom. 

To truth and nature loft ! 

XIIL 
Amus'd by fancy's fleeting fire. 

Let * Malebranche ftill for ^rutb inquire. 

And rack his aching light : 
While the coy goddefs wings her way, 
To fcenes of uncreated day, 

Abforb'd in dazzling light. 

XIV. 
With firmer ftep and graver guife, 
Whilft t Locke in confcious triumph tries. 
Her dwelling to explore ; 

Swift 

* He thought the medium, by which fenfible perceptions 
were conveyed to us, was God ; in whofe efTence truth was 
feen> as in a mirror. 

f His account of virtue differs not much from that of the 
heviatban. *" 
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Swift fhe eludes his ardent chace, 
A fhadow courts his fond embrace^ 
Which * HoBBES carefs*d before. 

XV. 
Lett DoDWELL with the Fatbers }0\n^ 
To ftrip of energy divine 

The heav'n-defcended foul ; 
.The teft of fenfe let t Berkley fcorn. 
And both on borrow'd pinions borne. 

Annihilate the whole. 

XVI. 
In Academic vales retir'd. 

With Plato's love and beauty fir'd, 

My fteps let candour guide ; 
By tenets vain unprepoffeft, 
Thofe lawlefs tyrants of the breafl:^ 

Offspring of zeal and pride ! 

XVII. Or, 



• Author of the laft mentioned piece ; who denied the 
diflindtion between vice and virtue, and aiRrmed power 
and right to be the fame. 

\ He attempted to prove the Natural Mortality of the 
Soul, and quoted the Fathers in favour of his opinion. 

X Author of Dialogues on the Non-exiflence of Matter. 



«4 
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XVII. 
Or, while thro* field* and woods I ftray* 
Would * Ashley's genius dart a ray, 

And all my foul inflame } 
Creation, -f- and her bounteous laws. 
Her order fix'd, her glorious caufe. 

Should be my fav'rite theme. 



to 



♦ Author o£ Ac CharaSerifiicb. 

f The Author's intention will be ill underitood, if be ii 
thought here to recommend univerfal fcepdcifm ; for which 
reafon, he maj, with alt decorum, declare what authors and 
fentiments he approves. The philofophy ufefnl to man con« 
fifts, not in abilra£t and nncert^n propofitions, but, being 
defigned to regulate his conduct and afcertain his happineis, 
touft not only be founded on his nature, but comprehend aS 
the principles cf an aAive and percipient being. 
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To Mrs. i2- 



On the Death of a promiiing Infant 3 
An ODE, 

I- 

WHILE, touch*d with all thy tender pain;j 
The mufes breathe a mournful ftrain^ 
O ! lift thy languid eye ! 
O ! deign a calm aufpicious ear ; 
The mufe (hall yield thee tear for tear. 
And mingle (igh with figh. 

II. 

Not for the Tbracian bard, whofe lyre 
Could rocks and woods with foul infpire. 

By jealous fury flain. 
While murmuring on his trembling tongue 
EuRiDiCE imperfeft hung. 

The nine could more complain. 

I IILAhl 
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III. 

Ah ! fay, harmonious fifters, fay : 
When fwift, to pierce the lovely prey. 

Fate took its cruel aim ; 
When languifli'd ev'ry tender grace. 
Each opening bloom that ting'd his face. 

And pangs convulsed his frame : 

.IV. 
^ Say, could no fong of melting woe 
Revoke the keen determined blow. 

That dimm'd his fparkling eye ? 
Thus rofes oft, by early doom, 
Robb'd of their blufti and fweet perfume. 
Grow pale, recline, and die. 

V. 

Pale, pale j^nd c^ld the beauteous frame I 
Nor falient pulfe, nor vital flame, 

A mother's hopes reftore : 
In vain keen anguifh tears her breaft. 
By ev*ry tender mark expreft. 

He lives, he fmiles no more ! 



VI. Such, 
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VL 
Such is the fate of human kind 5 
The faireft form, the brightcft mind. 

Can no exemption know : 
The mighty mandate of the fky, 
•' That man when born begins to die,'* 

Extends to all belgw. 

VII. 
In vain a mother's pray'rs afcend. 
Should nature to her forrows lend 

The native voice of fmart 5 
In vain would plaints their force eflay 
To hold precarious life one day. 

Or fate's dread hand avert. 

VIIL 

Fix*d as the rock that braves the maipt 
Fix'd as the poles that all fuftain. 

Its purpofe ftands fecure : 
The humble Hynd who toils for bread, 
The fceptred hand, the laurel'd head. 

Alike confefs its pow'r. 

IX. Since 
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XII. 
J^t hides With care from human eyes, 
Thdt blifs beyond this profped lies % 

Left we, with life oppreft, 
hould grieve its burden to endure, 
^nd, with excurfidn premature^ 

Purfue eternal reft. 

XIIL 

Tom difappointment) grief, and care^ 
'rem ev'ry pang of (harp defpair. 

Thy charmer wings his way ; 
Lnd, while new fcenes his bofom fire, 
le learns to ftrike the golden lyre. 

And heav'n refounds his lay. 

XIV. 
sO ! where his facred reliques He, 
nmortal guardians from the Iky 

Their filver wings difplay ; 
"ill, bright emerging from the tomb, 
'hey rife to heav'n, their deftin'd home, 

And hail eternal day. 

An 
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An ode. 

Written when Sick. 

f^ Prime of fife ! O tafte of joy I 
^^ Whither fo early do you fly ? 
Scarce half your tranfient fweetnefs known, 
Why are you vanifli'd ere full blown ? 

The beauteous progeny of fpring. 
That tinge the zephyr's fragrant wing. 
Each tender bloom, each fhort-Iiv'd flow'r. 
Still flourifh till their deftin'd hour : 
Your winter too, too foon will come. 
And chill in death your vernal bloom. 

Gn my wan cheek the colour dies, 
SufFus'd and languid roll mine eyes j 
Cold horrors thrill each fick'ning vein 5 
Deep broken fighs my bofom ftrain ; 
The falient pulfe of health gives o'er, 
And life and pleafure are no more. 



T9 
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To HEALTH: 
An ODE. 

MO T H E R of all human joys, 
Rofy cheeks, and fparkling eyes ; 
•'In whofe train, for ever gay. 
Smiling Loves and Graces play : 
If complaints thy foul can move. 
Or mufic charm, the voice of love ! 
Hither, Goddefs, ere too late. 
Turn, and flop impending fate. 

Over earth, and fea, and fky. 
Bid thy airy heralds fly ; 
With each balm which nature yields. 
From the gardens, groves, and fields. 
From each flow'r of varied hue. 
From each herb that fips the dew. 



From 
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From each tree of fragrant bloom. 
Bid the gales their wings perfume i 
And, around fair Celia's head. 
All the mingled incenfe fhed : 
Till each living fweecnefs rife. 
Paint her cheeks, and arm her eyes^ 
Mild as evening's humid ray. 
Yet awful as the blaze of day. 

Celia if the fates reftore. 
Love and beauty weep no more i 
But, if they fnateh the lovely prizc^ 
All that's fair in Cblia dies. 



P 
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To a Little Giri> Whom I had ofFanded 1 
An ODE. 

Written at Tvi^elvc Years of Age* 

%J[ O W long fliall 1 attempt in vain 
^^ Thyfmiles> riiyangel^ to regain? 
ril kifs your hand, Fll weep, TU kneel i 
Will nought^ fair tyrant^ reconcile i 

That gold-finch, with her painted wings^ 
"Which gayly looks, and fweetly fings j 
That, and if aught I have more fine. 
All, all, my charmer, fhall be thine. 

When next Mamrha fhall prove feverc, 
I'll interpofe, and fave my dear. 
Soften, my fair, thofe angry eyes. 
Nor tear thy heart with broken fighs : 
Think, while that tender bread they ftraia 



h 



For thee what anguifh I fuftain. 

K SHovti) 
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Should but thy fair companions view, 
How ill that frown becomes thy brow ; 
With fear and grief in ev'ry eye. 
Each would to each, aftonifh'd, cry, 
Heav*ns ! where is all her fweetnefs flown ! 
How ftrange a figure now (he's grown ! 
Run, Nancy, let us run, left we 
Grow pettiih aukward things as flie. 

*Tis done, Yis done •, my cherub fmiles. 
My griefs fufpends, my fears beguiles : 
How the quick pleafurc heaves my breaft ! 
Ah ! ftiU be kind, and FU be bleft ! 



To 
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To L E S B I A. 

Tranflated from Catullus. 

'T^ H O* four loquacious age reprove, 
"* Let us, my Lesbia, live for love : 
For, when the (hort-liv'd funs decline. 
They but retire more bright to fhine : 
But we, when fleeting life is o*er. 
And light and love can blefs no more j 
Are ravifh'd from each dear delight. 
To fleep one long eternal night. 
Give me of kiflJs balmy ftore. 
Ten thoufand, and ten thoufand more ; 
Still add ten thoufand doubly fweet ; 
The dear, dear number ftill repeat : 
And, when the fum fo high Ihall fwell. 
Scarce thought can reach, or tongue can tell ; 
Let us on kifles kifles crowd, 
Till number fink in multitude ; 
Left our full blifs fhould limits know. 
And others, numbering, envious grow. 
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A TRANSLATION of 
An Old Scots SONG. 

SINCE robb'd of all that charm'd rpy view. 
Of all my foul e'er fancied fair. 
Ye fmiling native fcenes, adieu ! 
With each delightful objedt there. 

Ye vales, which to the raptur'd eye 
Difclos'd the flow'ry pride of May j 

Ye circling hills, whofe fummits high 
BlufhM with the morning's earlieft ray ; 

Where, heedlefs oft how far I ftray'd, 

And pleas*d my ruin to purfue ^ 
I fung my dear, my cruel maid : 

Adieu for ever ! ah ! adieu ! 

Ye dear aflbciates of my breaft, 

Whofe hearts with fpeechlefs forrow fwell j 

And thou, with hoary age oppreft. 

Dear author of my life, farewel ! 

For 
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For me, alas ! . thy fruitlefs tears. 

Far, far remote from friends and home. 

Shall blaft thy venerable years, 

And bend thee pining to the tomb. 

Sharp arc the pangs by nature felt> 

From dear relations torn away ; 
Yet fharper pangs my vitals melt. 

To hopelefs love a deftin'd prey : 

While fhe, as angry heav'n and main 
Deaf to the helplefs failor's pray'r. 

Enjoys my foul-confuming pain. 

And wantons with my deep dcfpair. 

From curfed gold what ills arife ! 

What horrors life's fair profpeft ftain ! 
Friends blaft their friends with angry eyes^ 

And brothers bleed by brothers (lain. 

From curfed gold I trace my woe ; 

Could I this fplendid mifchief boaft. 

Nor would my tears unpitied flow, 

Nor would my fighs in ajr be loft. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! when a mother*s cruel 'care 
Nurs*d me an infant on the bread. 

Had early fate furpris'd me there. 
And wrapt me in eternal reft : 

Then had this brcaft ne'er learn'd to beat. 

And tremble with ynpitied p^in j 
Nor had a maid's relentlefs hate. 

Been, ev'n in death, deplor'd in vain^ 

Oft, in the pleafing toils of love. 

With cy'ry winning art I try'd 
To catch the coyly fluttering dove. 

With killing eyes and plumy pride : 

But, far on nimble pinions borne 

From love's warm gales and flow'ry plains^ 
She fought the nqrthern climes of fcorn, 

Where ever-freezing winter reigns. 

Ah me ! had heav'n and flie prov'd kind. 

Then full of age, and free from care, 

^ow bleft had I my life refign'd, 

Where firft I hreatb'd this vital air ! 

But, 
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Bur, (ince no flattering hope remains^ 

Let me my wretched lot purfuc : 
AdieUy dear friends, and native fcenes. 

To all, but grief and love, adieu ! 



SONG: 

To the Tune of the Braes of Ballandyne^ 

t. 

O E N EAT H a green fhade, a lovely young fwain 
■^ One evening reclin'd, to difcover his pain : 
So fad, yet fo fweetly he warbled his woe. 
The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to flow : 
Rude winds, with compaflion, could hear him com- 
plain I 
ifetCHLOE, lefs gentle, was deaf to his ftrain. 

II. 

3ow happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew ? 
ire Chloe*s bright charms firft flalh'd in my view : 

Thcfc 
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Thefe eyes then with pleafure the dawn could furvcy 5 
Nor fmird the fair morning more chearful than they i 
Now fcenes of diftrefi pleafe only my fights 
Tm tortur'd in pleafure, and languifli in light, 

III. 
Through changes in vain relief I purfue ; 
All, all but confpire my griefs to renew t 
From funftiine to zephyrs and (hades we repair | 
To funfliine we fly from too piercing an air : . 
But love's ardent fever burns always the fame 5 
No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame, 

IV. 

But fee ! the pale moon all clouded retires; 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires i 
1 fly from the dangers of tempeft and wind^ 
Yet nourifli the madnefs that preys on my mind. 
Ah wretch ! how can life thus merit thy fare. 
Since lengthning its moments, but lengthens defpdr? 

Thb 
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The ravished SHEPHERD^ 
A SONG. 

I. 

A Z U R E dawn, whofe chcarful ray 
* ^ Bids all nature's beauties rife. 
Were thy glories doubly gay, 

What art thou to Cmloe's eyes ? 
Boaft no more thy rofy light. 
If Chloe fniile thee into night. 

11. 

Gentle Spring, whofe kind return 

Spreads difFufive picafure rounds 
Bids each breaft enamour'd burn. 

And each flame with blifs be crownM j 
Should my Chloe leave the plain. 
Fell winter foon would blaft thy reign^ 

III. 

Ev'ry charm, whofe high delight 

Senfe enjoys, or foul admires j 
All that ardour can excite. 

All excited love requires^ 
All that heav'n or earth call fair. 
View CftLOE^s face, and read it there^ 

L A 



S2 P O E M S ON 



A PASTORAL SONG. 

SANDY, the gay, the blooming fwain. 
Had lang frae Jove been free •, 
Lang made ilk heart that fili'd the plain 
Dance quick with harmlefs glee. 

As blythfome lambs that fcour the green, 

H\i mind was unconflrain'd j 
Nae face could ever fix his een, 

Nae fang his ear detained. 

Ah ! lucklefs youth ! a fliort-liv'd joy 

Thy cruel fates decree ; 
Fell tods (hall on thy lambkins prey, 

And love mair fell on thee. 

^Twas e'er the fun exhal'd the dew, 

Ae morn of chearful May, 
Forth GiRZY walked, the flow'rs to view, 

A fiow'r mair fweet than they ! 

Like 
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ike fun-beams flieen her waving locks 1 

Her een like ftars were bright ; 
he rofe lent blufhcs to her cheeky 

The lily pureft white. 

tup was her wade, like fome tall pine 

That keeps the woods in awe ; 
ler limbs like iv'ry columns turn'd. 

Her breads like hills of fnaw. 

!er robe around her loofely thrown^ 

Gave to the fti'^pherd's een 
That fearlefs innocence would (how | 

The reft was all unfeen, 

[e fix'd his look, he figh'd, he quak'd. 

His colour went and came ; 
ark grew his een, his ears refound^ 

His bread: was all on flame. 

ae mair yon glen repeats his fang. 

He jokes, and fmiles nae mair i 

nplaited now his cravat hung, 

Undreft his chefnut hair. 

Te 
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To him, how l^ng the (horteft night ! 

How dark the brighteft day ! 
Till, with the flow confumirtg fire, 

His life wa3 worn away. 

Far, far frac (hepherds and their flocks^ 

Oppfeft with care, he leanM ; 
^nd, in a mirky, beachen (hade, 

To hi}ls ^nd dales thus plean'd : 

At length, my wayward heart, return. 

Too far, alas ! afl:ray : 
Say, whence you caught that bitter fmart. 

Which wprks me fuch decay. 

Ay me ! *twas Love, -twas Girzy-s charms, 

That firft began my woes ; 
Could he fae f^ft, or Ihe fae fair. 

Prove fuch relentlefs foes ? 

Fierce winter nips the fweeteft flowV j 

ICeen lijghtning rives the tree 5 
Pleak mildew taints the faireft crop, 

Anid Ipye h^s blaftccj me. 

Sagacipus 
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Sagacious hounds the foxes chace ; 

The tender lambkins they ; 
Lambs follow clofe their mother ewes. 

And ewes the blooms of May. 

Sith a' that live, with a' their might. 

Some dear delight purfue ; 
Ceafc, ruthlefs maid ! to fcorn the heart 

That only pants for you. 

Alas ! for griefs, to her unkenM, 

What pity can I gain ? 
And (hould fhe ken, yet love refufe; 

Could that redrefs my pain i 

Come, death, my wan, my frozen bride, 

Ah ! clofe thofe wearied eyes : 
But death the happy ftill purfues. 

Still from the wretched flies. 

Could wealth avail ; what wealth is mine 

Her high-born mind to bend ? 

^er^s are thofe wide delightful plains. 

And her's the flocks I tend. 

What 
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What tho*, whene'er I tun'd my pipe. 
Glad fairies heard the found. 

And, clad in freflieft April green, 
Aft tript the circle round : 

Break, landward clown, thy dinfome reed. 
And brag thy ikill nae mair : 

Can ought that gies na GxRzir joy. 
Be worth thy lighted care ? 

Adieu ! ye harmlefs fportive flocks ! 

Who now your lives Ihall guard ? 
Adieu ! my faithful dog, who oft 

The plcafing vigil fliar'd : 

Adieu, ye plains, and light, anes fweet. 

Now painful to my view : 
Adieu to life, and thou, mair dear^ 

Who caus'd my dpath j adieu | 



On 
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On the Death of iSTE L L -4 ; ' 
A PASTORAL. 

Infcrib'd to her Sifter. 

See on tbofe ruby lips- the trembling breathy 
Tbofe cheeks now faded at the blaji of death ; 
Cold is that hreajl which warmed the world before j 
And thofe love-darting eyesjhall roll no more. 

Pope. 

NO W purple evening ting'd the blue fcrenc. 
And milder breezes fann'd the verdant plain j 
Beneath a blafted oak's portentous (hade. 
To fpeak his grief, a penfive fwain was laid : 
Birds ceas'd to warble at the mournful found % 
The laughing landflcip fadden'd all around : 
For Stella's fate he breath'd his tuneful moan. 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 

O thou ! by ftronger ties than blood ally'd. 

Who died to picafurc, when a* filler dy'd; 

Thou 

• Mrs. M'CuLLocH, a Lady diftinguilhed for every per- 
fonal grace and qualification of mind,, which could adorn 
her lex and nature. 
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Thou living image of thofe charms we loK:^ 
Charms which exulting nature once might boaft! 
Indulge the plaintive niufe» whofe fimple ftrain 
Repeats the heart-felt anguifli of the fwain : 
For Stella's fate thus flowM his tuneful moan^ 
Love^ beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone I 

Are happinefs and joy for ever fkd, 
Nor haunt the twilight grove, nor funny glade? 
Ah ! fled for ever from my longing eye 5 
With Stella born, with Stella too they die :• 
Die, or with me your brighteft image moan ; 
Lovej beauty, virtue^ mourn your darling gone! 

Sweet to the thirfty tongue the cryftal ftreamj 
To nightly wand'rers fweet the morning beam 1 
Sweet to the withered grafs the gentle fhow*r 1 
To the fond lover fweet the nuptial hour i 
Sweet fragrant gardens to the lab'ring bee. 
And lovely Stella once was heav'n to me : 
That heav'n is faded, and thofe joys are flpwn^ 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 

Aft( 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 89 

Ah ! where is now that form which charm'd my fight ? 
Ah ! where that wifdom, fparkling hcav*nly bright? 
Ah ! where that fweetnefs like the feys of fpring. 
When breathe its flow'rs, and all its warblers fing ? 
Now fade, ye flow'rs, ye warblers, join my mo;m ; 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone 1 

Ah me ! the* winter defolate the field. 
Again fhall flow*rs their blended odours yield j 
Again (hall birds the vernal feafon hail. 
And beauty paint, and mufic charm the vale : 
But (he no more to blefs me (hall appear ; 
No more her angel voice enchant my ear 5 
No more her angel fmile relieve my moan : 
Love, beauty, virtue, ttiourn your darling gone ! 

He ceas'd ; for mighty grief his voice fuppreft, 
Chiird all his veins, and ftruggled in his breaft j 
From his wan cheek the rofy tinfture flies 5 
The luftre languifh^d in his clofing eyes : 
Too foon (hall life return, unhappy fwain ! 
If, with returning fenfe, returns thy pain. [moan . 
Hills, woods, and ftreams, refound the (hepherd's 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 

M A 



9© P O E M S ON 

A PASTORAL: 

Infcribcd to E U A N T H E. 

TTtTHILST I rehearfe unhappy Damon's lay's, 

^ ^ At which his fleecy charge forgot to gras^, 

With drooping heads and griev'd attention, ftood,. 

Nor frifk'd the green, nor fought the neighbVijlg 
flood ; 

EflTential Sweetnefs ! deign with me to ftray, 

Where yon clofe copes exclude the heat of day j 

Or where yon fountain murmurs foft along, . 

Mixt with his tears, and vocal to his fong ; 

There hear the fad relation of his fate. 

And pity all the pains thy charms create. 

Close in th' adjacent (hade, concealed from view, 
I ftaid, and heard him thus his griefs purfue. 

Awake, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain ; 
Mild gleams the purple evening o'er the plain y 
Mild fan the breezes, mild the waters flow. 
And heav'n and earth an equal quiet know ; 

With 
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With eafe the fhepherds and their flocks are bleft, 
And ev*ry grief, but mine, confents to reft. 

Awake, my mufe, the foft Sicilian ftrain ; 
Sicilian numbers may delude my pain : 
The thirfty field, which fcorching heat devours. 
Is ne'er fupply'd, tho' heav'n defcend in (how'rs : 
' From flow'r to flow*r the bee ftill plies her \^ing. 
Of fweets infatiate, tho' fhe drain the fpring : 
Still from thofe eyes love calls their liquid ftore. 
And, when their currents fail, ftill thirfts for more. 

Awake, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain : 
Yet why to ruthlefs ftorms fhou'd I complain ? 
Deaf ftorms and death itfelf complaints may move. 
But groans are mufic to the tyrant Love. 
O Love 1 thy genius and thy force I know. 
Thy burning torch, and peftilential bow : 
From fome fermented tempeft of the main. 
At once commenced thy being, and thy reign ; 
Nurs*d by fell harpies in fome howling wood, 
Inur'd to flaughter, and regal'd with blood : 
Relenilefs mifchief ! at whofe dire command, 
A mother ftain'd with filial blood her hand : 

Curft 
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Curft boy ! curft mother! which mod impious, fay. 
She who could wound, or he who could betray ? 

Awake, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain : 
From love thofe fighs I breathe, thofe plagues fuftdn. 
Why did I firft Euanthe*s charms admire, 
Blefs the foft fmart, and fan the growing fire ? 
"Why, happy ftill my danger to conceal. 
Could I no ruin fear, till fure to feel ? 
So feeks the fwain by night his doubtful way, 
I^d by the infidious meteor's fleeting ray ; 
Still on, attracted by th' illufive beam. 
He tempts the faithlefs marfh, or fatal ftream: 
Away with fcorn the laughing Daemon flies. 
While fhades eternal feal the wretch's eyes. 

Awake, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian flrain 5 
Ah ! can no laft, no darling hope remain. 
Round which my foul with all her ftrength may twine, 
And, tho' but fiatter'd, call the treafure mine? 
Wretch ! to the charmer's fphere canft thou afcend. 
Or dar'fl thou fancy fhe to thine will bend ? 
Say, Ihall the chirping gralhopper afTumc 
fhe varied accent, and the foaring plume ; 

Or 
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Or fhall that oak, the talleft of his race^ 

Stoop to his root, and meet yon fhrub's embrace i 

Awake, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian (train ; 
Thofc pallid cheeks how long fliall forrow ftain ? 
Well I remember, O my foul ! too well. 
When in the fnare of fate I thoughtlefs fell : 
Hurt by a fall, fhe fought the diftant fhade. 
Where, led by love or deftiny, I ftray'd : 
There, from the nymphs retired, deprefs'd fhe lay. 
To unremitting pain a fmiling prey : 
Ev*n then I faw her, as an angel, bright ; 
I faw, I lov'd, I perilh'd at the fight ; 
I figh'd, I blulh'd, I gaz'd with fix'd furprife. 
And all my foul hung raptur'd in my eyes. 

Forbear, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftraln ; 
Which heav'n bellows, and art refines, in vain : 
What tho' the heav'n-born mufe my temples fhade 
With wreaths of fame, and bays that never fade ? 
What tho* the Sylvan powVs, while I complain, 
Attend my flocks, and patronize my (train ? 
On me my ftars, not gifts, but ills bellow 5 
And all the change I feel, is change of woe. 

But 
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But fee yon rock projcdted o'er the main, 
Whofe giddy profpeft turns the gazer's brain : 
Objeft is loft beneath its vaft profound, 
Ai)d deep and hoarfe below the furgcs found : 
Oft, while th* unthinking world is loft in fleep, 
My fable genius tempts mc to the fteep ; 
In fancy's view bids endlefs horrors move, 
A barren fortune, and a hopelcfs love. 
Life has no charms for me ; why longer ftay ? 
I hear the gloomy mandate, and obey. 
What ! fall the viftim of a mean defpair. 
And crown the triumph of the cruel fair ? 
No, let me once fome confcious merit fliow. 
And tell the world, I can furvive my woe. 

Forbear, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain : 
Fool ! wretched fool ! what frenzy fires thy brain? 
See, choak'd with weeds, thy languid flow'rs recline, 
Thy ftieep unguarded, and unprop'd thy vine. 
At length recall'd, to toil thy hands inure. 
Or weave the bafket, or the fold fecure. 

What tho' her cheeks a living blufh difplay. 

Pure as the dawn of heav'n's unclouded day j 

Tho' 
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Tho' love from cv'ry glance an arrow wings. 
And all the mufes warble, when ihe fings ? 
Forbear, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain ; 
Some nymph, as fair, a fprightlkr note' may gain: 
There are who know to prize more genuine charms. 
Which genius brightens, and whicH virtue warms : 
Forbear, my mufe ! the foft Sicilian ftrain ; 
Some nymph, as fair, may fmile, tho' fhe difdain. 



The plaintive SHEPHERD: 
A PASTORAL ELEGY. 

Eheu ! quid volui mifero mibi ? floribus aujirum 
PerdituSy et liquidis immtji fontibus apros. 

ViRG. 

^^ O L I N, whofe lays the Ihepherds all admire, 

V-^ For Phoebe long confum'd with hopekfs fire; 

Nor durft his tongue the hidden fmart convey, ^ 

Nor tears the torment of his foul betray : 

But to the wildnefs of the woods he flies. 

And vents his grief in unregarded fighs : 

Ye confcious woods, who ftill the found retain, 

Repeat the tuneful forrows of the fwain. 

And 



96 P O E M S ow 

And muft I perifh then, ah cruel maid ! 
To early fate, by love of thee, betray'd ? 
And can no tender art thy foul fubdue. 
Me, dying mc, with milder eyes to view ? 
The flow'r that withers in its opening bloom, 
Robb'd of its charming dyes, and fweet perfuna; 
The tender lamb that prematurely pines. 
And life's untafted joys at once refigns ; 
For thefe thy tears in copious tributes flow. 
For thefe thy bofom heaves with tender woe ; 
And canft thou then with tears their fate furvey, 
While, blafl:ed by thy coldncfs, I decay ? 

And now the fwains each to their cots arc fled. 

And not a warble echoes thro* the mead ; 

Now to their folds the panting flocks retreat, 

Scorch'd with the fummer noon's relentlefs heat : 

From fummer's heat the fliades a refuge prove ; 

But what can (hield my heart from fiercer love ? 

All-bounteous nature taught the fertile field. 

For all our other ills a balai to yield •, 

But love, the fharpeft pang the foul fufl:ains. 

Still cruel love incurable remains. 

Yet 
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Y£T, dear defttbycr ! yet toy fuff*rings hour : 
By love's kind Iodic, and pity's facred tear^ 
By the ftrong griefs that in my bofom roll, 
By all the native goodnefs of thy foul. 
Regard my bloom declining to the grave^ , 
And, like eternal Mercy, fmile and fave« 

What tho* no founding names my race adorili 
Suftain'd by labour, and obfcurely born ? 
With faireft flow'rs the humble vales are fpread, 
Whilft endlefs tempefts beat the mountain's head< 
What tho' by fate no riches are my Iharc ? 
Riches are parents of eternal care i 
While, in the lowly hut and (ilerit gro<re^ 
Content plays fmiling with her fitter love. 
What tho* no native charms my pcrfon grace, 
Nor beauty moulds my form, nor paints my face? 
The fweeteft fruit may often pall the tafte. 
While floes and brambles yield a fafe repaft. 

An ! prompt to hojpe, forbear thy fruitlefs ftrain } 
Thy hopes are frantic* and thy lays are vain. 
Say^ qan thy fong appeafe the ftormy deep^ 
Or lull th' impetuous hurricane afleep i 

N T% 
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Thy numbers then her (ledfaft foul may move^ 
And change the purpofe of determined love. 

Die, Colin, die, nor groan with life oppreft 5 
Another image triumphs in her breaft 5 
Another foon (hall call the fair his own. 
And heav*n and fate feem pleas'd their vows to crown. 

Arise, Menalcas, with the dawn arife : 
For thee thy Phoebe looks with longing eyes 5 
For thee the (hephcrds-, a delighted throng. 
Wake the foft reed, and hymeneal fong 5 
For thee the hafty virgins rob the fpring. 
And, wrought with care, the nuptial garland bring. 

Arise, Menalcas, with the dawn arife ; 
Ev*n time for thee with double fwiftnefs flies : 
Hours urging hours, with all their fpeed retire. 
To give thy foul whatever it can defire. 

Yet, when the prieft prepares the rites divine. 
And when her trembling hand is clafpM in thine. 
Let not thy heart too foon indulge its joys 5 
But think on him whom thy delight deftroys ! 

Thee 
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Thee too he lov'd ; to thee his fimple heart. 
With eafy faith and fondnefs breath'd its (mart : 
So fools their flocks to fanguine wolves refign. 
So truft the cunning fox to prune the vine. 
Think thou behold'A: him from fome gaping wound 
Effufe his foul, and (lain with blood the ground : 
Think, while to earth his pale remains they bear. 
His friends with flirieking forrow pierce thine ear ; 
Or, to fome torrent's headlong rage a prey. 
Think thou behold'ft him floating to the Tea. 

But now the fun declines his radiant head. 
And rifing hills projeft a lengthening fhadc : 
Again to browze the green the flocks return. 
Again the fwains to fport, and I to mourn : 
I homeward too muft bend my painful way. 
Left old Damoetas ftcrnly chide my ftay. 

DESI- 
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PESiPEJilUM LUTETI4E; 

From BUCHANNAN, 

h^ Allegorical PASTORAL, 
In which he regrets his abfencc from Paris^ 

Imitated. 

WHILE far remote, thy fwain, dearCHLOE! 
fighs, 
Depriv'd the vital funfhine of thine eyes ; 
Seven fummcr heats already warm the plains \ 
In ftorms and fnow the fev'nth bleak winter reigns: 
Yet not feven years revolving fad and flow. 
Nor fummer's heats, nor winter's ftorms and fnow^ 
Can caufe my heart a moment's refpite (hare 
l^rom reftlefs love, and ever-waking care. 

The E, when from heav'n defcend the dews of morn^ 
To crop the verdant mead when flocks return -, 
Thee, when the fun has compafs'd half his way. 
And darts around vmfufFerable day 5 

Thee, 
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Thee, when the evening, o'er the world difplay'd. 
From rifing hills projefts a lengthening (hade ; 
Thee ftill I fing, unwearied of my theme. 
Source of my fong, and objeft of my flame ! 
Ev'n night, in whofe dark bofom nature laid 
Appears one blank, one undiftinguifliM (hade, 
Ev'n night in vain, with all her horrors, tries 
To blot thy lovely form from fancy's eyes. 

When ihort-Uv'd flumbers, long invoked, defcend. 
To footh each care, and ev'ry fenfe fufpend. 
Full to my fight once more thy charms appear j 
Once more my ardent vows falute thine ear ; 
Once more my anxious foul, awake to blifs. 
Feels, hears, detains thee in her clofe embrace : 
In fluttering, thrilling, glowing tranfport tofl:. 
Till fenfe itfelf in keen delight is loft. 

From fleep I wake ; but oh ! how chang'd {he 
fcene ! 
The charms illufive, and the pleafure vain ! 
The day returns ; but ah ! returning day. 
When ev'ry grief but mine admits allay. 
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On thefe fad eyes its glory darts in vain ; 
Its light reftor'd, reftores my foul to pain. 

The houfe I fly, impellM by wild defpair. 
As if my griefs could only find me there. 
Loft to the world, thro' lonely fields I rove ;. 
Vain wifh ! to fly from deftiny and love ! 
By wayward frenzy's reftlefs impulfe led. 
Through dt: vious wilds, with heedlefs courfe, I tread : 
The cave remote, the dulky wood explore. 
Where human ftep was ne'er imprcft before : 
And, with the native accents of defpair, 
Fatigue the confcious rocks, and defert ain 
Kind Echo, faithful to my plaints alone. 
Sighs all my fighs, and groans to evVy groan« 
The ftreams, familiar to the voice of woe. 
Each mournful found remurmur as they flow^ 

Oft on fome rock diftraded I complain. 
Which hangs projeded o'er the ruffled main 2 
Oft view the azure furges as they roll. 
And to deaf ftorms efflife my frantic foul. 
^« Attend my forrows, O caerulean tide ! 
^« Ye blue-ey'd nymphs that thro' the billows glide. 

Oh! 
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** Oh ! waft me gently o'er your rough domain j 
" Let me at length my darling coaft attain : 
** Or, if my wifhes thus too much implore, 
** Shipwrecked and gafping let me reach the fhorc. 
" While wafh'd along the floods I hold my way, 
•* To evVy wind and ev'ry wave a prey, 
** Dear hope and love fliall bear my finking frame, 
•' And unextinguifti'd keep the vital flame/* ^ 

Oft to the hafl:ning zephyrs have I faid : 
•* You, happy gales ! fliall fan my lovely maid. 
** So may no pointed rocks your wings deform ; 
** So may your fpeedy journey meet no ftorm : 
*' As foft you whifper round my heav*nly fair, 
** Play on her breafl:, or wanton with her hair ; 
«' Faithful to love, the tender meflfage bear^ 
** And breathe my endlefs forrows in her ear.' 






How oft rough Eurus have I aflc'd in vain ! 
As with fwift wings he brufli'd the foamy main : 
*' Blefl: wind ! who late my diftant charmer view*d, 
** Say, has her foul no other wifli purfu'd ? 
*' With mutual fire, fay, does her bofom glow ; 
•' Feels flie my wound, and pities flie my woe ? '* 

Heed- 
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Heedless of all my tears, and all I fay, 
The winds, with bluft'ring fury, wing their way* 
A freezing horrorj and a chilling pain. 
Shoots thro' my hearty and ftagnates ev*ry veim 
No rural pleafures yield my foul relief ; 
No melting fliepherd's pipe confoles my grief: 
The choral nymphs, that dancing chear the plairf, 
And Fauns, tho* fweet their fong, yet fmg in vairr. 
Deaf to the voice of joy, my tortur'd mind 
Can only room for love and anguifti find : 
By thefe my foul and all its wifhes caught. 
Can to no other objeft yield a thought. 

Lycisca, Ikilful with her lyre to move 
Each tender wifh, and melt the foul to love 2 , 
M E L AE N I s too^ with cv'ry fweetnefs crowned, 
By nature form'd with, ev'ry glance to wound .: 
With emulation both my love purfue. 
And both, with winning arts, my paffion woo. 
The frelheft bloom of youth their cheeks difplay ; 
Their eyes are arm*d with beauty's keeneft ray j 
Av'rice itfelf might count their fleecy ftore, 
(A prize beyond its widi!) and pant no more. 
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Me oft their dow'rs each genVous ilire has toldj 
An hundred playful youngUng!} from the fold» 
Each with its dam ) their noothers promiie moref 
And of^ and long, with fecret gifts, implore. 
Me nor an hundred playful younglings move^ 
Each with its dam -, nor wealth can bribe my lovej 
Nor all the griefs th' imploring mothers fhow ^ 
Nor all the fecret gifts they would beftow 5 
Nor all the tender things the nymphs can fay ^ 
Nor all the ibft defires the nymphs betray^ 

As winter to the fpring in beauty yields. 
Languor to healthy and rocks to verdant fields | 
As the fair virgin's cheek, with rofy dye 
Bluftiing delight, with lightning arm*d her eye, 
Beyond her mother's faded form appears, 
Mark'd with the wrinkles and the fnow of years ; 
As beauteous Tweed, and weakhHimporting Thames 
Flow each the envy of their coumry's ftreams : 
So, lovelieft of her fcx, my heav'niy maid 
Appears^ and all their fainter gloriei fade« 

Melaenis, whom love's foft inchantments arm^ 
Replete with charms, and confcious of each charm^ 

O Oft 
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Oft on the glafly ilream, with raptur'd eyes^ 

Surveys her form in mimic fweetnefs rife ; 

Oft, as the waters pleas'd refie£t her face» 

Adjufts her locks, and heightens ev'ry grace : 

Oft thus fhe tries, with all her tuneful art. 

To reach the foft acceffes of my heart. 

«' Unhappy fwain, whofe wifhes fondly ftray, 

** To flow confuming fruitlefs fires a prey ! 

•« Say, will thofe fighs and tears for ever flow 

«* In hopelefe torment^ and determined woe ? 

V Nature, indulgent to our fields as thine, 

«* The mellow apple yields, and purple vine : 

<« Thofe too thou lov'ft ; their free enjoyment fliarc^ 

" Nor plant vain tedious hopes, and reap defpair."! 

Me oft Lycifca^ in the feftive train. 
Views, as flie lightly bounds along the plain : 
Straight, with diflembled fcorn, away flie flies % 
. Yet ftill on me obliquely turns her eyes : 
While, to the mufic of her trembling ftrings, 
Amidfl the dance fweet warbling, thus fhe fings : 
" No tears the juft revenge of heav*n can move ;, 
•* Heav'n's juft revenge will punifli flighted love* 

•'I've 
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*• I've fcen a huntfman, adtive as the morn» 
** Salute her earlieft bluih with founding horn ; 
^ Purfue the bounding flag with op'ning cries, 
*' And flight the timid hare, his cafy prize : 
** Then, with the fetting fun, his hounds reftrain ; 
" Nor bounding ftag, nor timid hare obtain* 
*^ Fve feen the fportfman latent nets difplay, 
** To catch the feather'd warblers of the fpray ; 
*' Defpife the finch that fluttered round in air, 
*' And court the fweeter linnet to his fnare : 
** Yet weary, cold, fuccefslefs, leave the plain ; 
" Nor painted finch, nor fweeter linnet, gain. 
^ IVe feen a youth the polifli'd pipe admire, 
" And fcprn the fimple reed the fwains infpire : 
** The fimple reed yet chears each tuneful fwain 5 
«* While dill unbleft the fcorner pines in vain. 
<« Thus righteous heav'n chaftifes wanton pride, 
f* And bids intemp'rate infolcnce fubfide." 

Thus breathe the am'rous nymphs their fruitlefs pain 
In ears impervious to the fofteft drain. 
But firft with trembling lambs the wolf fhall graze . 
Firft hawks with linnets join in focial lays ; 

Firft 



io8 POEMS o¥, &c. 

Fird fhali the tiger^s fanguine thirft expire. 
And tirn'rous fawns the liod fierce admire ^ 
Ere, with her lute Ljcifca taught to charm. 
This deftin'd heart ere foft M elaenis warm* 
Firft fliail the finny nation leave the flood. 
Shadows the hills, and birds the vocal wood ; 
The winds fhall ceafe to breathe, the ftreams to flow; 
^re my defires another objeft know. 
This infant bofom, yet in love unuught, 
From Chloe firft the pleafing ardor caught : 
Chloe fball ftill its faithful empire claim. 
Its firft ambition, and its latcft aim ! 
Till ev'ry wiA and cv*ry hope be o'er. 
And life fnd love infpire my frame no mow* 
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M O N O D Y, 



Jnfcribed to Mfs D Y H— y 5 



Dccafioned by a feries of interefting events which 
happened at Dumfries on Friday^ June %z. 17521 
particularly that of her Father*s death. 



^is difidm^ftt pudorj cut modu^ 
Tarn chart capitis ? Pracipi higubrn 
Cantus Melpomene, cui liquidam pater 
Vocem cum cithara d^dit. 

HoRATt 
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Argument. 

^e fuhjeSf fropofed. Addrefs to Mifs H— v. Ge- 
neral reflexions infpir^d by the fubjeSl^ and previous 
to it. The fcene opens with a profpeSl of Mrs. 
M ■ N V funeral folemnity : and changes totU 

nntimely fate of a beautiful youths fon to Mr. J— s 
H — LL| whofe early genius^ quick pro^refs in learn- 
ings and gentle difpofitions^ infpired his frienk 
with the higheft expc nations of his riper attainments. 

' Tranfition to the death of Dr. J — s H — y Phyfi^ 
iian : bis character as fuch : the general forrow oc- 
eqfioned by his fate : his cbara£ler as a friend^ as 
particularly qualified to footh diftrefs ; as a Gentle- 
man ; as an hujband ; as a father : his lofs confix 
dered in allthefe relations^ particularly asfujlained 
Ij Mifs H — Y : her tender care oj him during bis 
Jicknefs defcriped. The piece concludes with an ap(h 
theofis, in imitation of Virgil'j Daphnis. 

I. 

A Swain, whofe foul the tuneful nine inflame. 
As to his weftern goal the fun declined. 
Sung to the Hft*ning Ihades no common theme j 
While the hoarfe breathings of the hollow wind. 
And deep refounding furge in concert join*d. 

Deep was the furge, and deep the plaintive fong, 
Whi}e all the folemn fcene in mute atteation hung. 

Nor 
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Nor thou, fair vidtim of fo juft a woe! 

TTho* ftill the pangs of nature fwcU thy heart, 

Difdain the faithful muie ; whofe numbers flow 

Sacred, alas! to fympathetic fmart 2 

Fdr in thy griefs the mufes claim a part J 

^is all they can, in focial tears to mourn. 

And deck with cyprels wreaths thy dear paternal 
urn« 

The fwain began, while confcious echoes round 
Protraft to fadder length his doleful lay. 
[ Roll on, ye ftreams, in cadence more profound: 
Vc humid vapours, veil the face of day : 

O'er all the mournful plaiA 

Let night and forrow reign : 
For * Pan indignant from his fields retires, 

Once haunts of gay delight ; 

Now every fenfe they fright, 
Refound with fhrieks of fate, and blaze with fun'ral 
fires. 

IL 

What tho* the radiant fun and clement (ky 
Alternate warmth and fhow'rs difpenfe below; 

Tho' 
f God of Arcadia, wbo peculiarly prelides over rural life. 
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Tho' fpring prtfages to the carefal eye^ 

That autumn copious with her fruits fhall glow ? 

For us in vain her chcNceft hleflings flow : 

To eafe the bleeding heart, alas ! in vain 

Rich fwells the purple grape, or waves the goldeo 
grain. 

What fumnnier-bree:ie, on fwiftcft pinions born, 
From fate's relentlefs hand its prey can lave ? 
What fun in death's dark regions wake the mornj 
Or warm the cold reccfles of the grave ? 

Ah wretched man! whofc brcaft fcarce Ieai*ns td 
heave 
With kindling life ; when, ere thy bud is blown, 
Eternal winter breathes, and all its fWeets are gone' 

Thou all-cnlivVing flame, intenfely bright ! 
Whofe facred beams illume each wandVing fphere, 
That thro* high heav'n reflefts thy trembling light, 
Conducing round this globe the varied year ; 

As thou purfu'ft thy way. 

Let this revolving day, 

Deep 
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Deep tiiig'd with ccnfcious globtti, roll llo# along: 

In fable pomp arrayed, 

Lee night diffufe het- Ihade, 

Nor fport the chearlefi hind, not chant the vocal 
throngs 

III. 

Scarce, from the ardor of the tnld-day gleam. 
Had panting nature in the cool reffMr'd i 
Scarce, by the margin of the filver ftream. 
Faint fung the birds in verdant copes retired ; 
Scarce, o'er the thirfty field with fun-fhine fir'd. 
Had evening gales the fportive wing e&y'd, 
When founds of hopelefs woe the filent fcene invade. 

SopHRONi A, long for evVy virtue dear 
That graced the wife, the mother, or the friend. 
Deprived of life, now prefa'd the mournful bier. 
In fad proceflion to the tomb fuftain'd. 
Ah me ! in vain to heav'n and earth complain'd 
With tender cries her nunl'roufi orphan train 5 o 
The tears of wedded love profufe were (hed in vain. 

P For 
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For her, was grief on cv'ry face imprefs*d ; 

For her, each bofom heav*d with tender fighs : 

An hufband late with all her virtues bleis'd. 

And weeping race in fad ideas rife : 

For her deprefs'd and pale. 
Your charms, ye Graces, veil. 

Whom to adorn was once your chief delight: 

Ye virtues all deplore 

Your image, now no more. 

And* Hymen quench thy torch in tears and endlcfi 
night. 

IV. 

Nor yet thefe difmal profpefts difappeary 
When o'er the weeping plain new horrors rife. 
And louder accents pierce each frighted ear. 
Accents of grief imbitter*d by furprize ! 
Frantic with woe, at once the tumult flies^ 
To fnatch Adonis wafti*d along the ftream. 
And all th* extended bank re-echoes to his name; 

R^ng'd on the brink the weeping matrons fland. 

The lovely wrcek of fortune to furvey. 

While o*er the flood he wav*d his beauteous hand. 

Or 

*God of maniage. 
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Or inconvulfive anguifh ftruggling lay. 

By flow degrees they view'd his force decay. 
In fruitlefs efforts to regain the fhore : 
They view'd and mourn*d his fate : O heaven ! they 
could no more. 

Ye * Naiads, guardians of the fatal flood. 
Was beauty, fweetnefs, youth, no more your care ? 
For beauty, fweetnefs, youth, your pity woo'd. 
Powerful to charm, if fate could learn to fbarc. 

Stretch*d on cpld earth he lies j 

While, in his clofing eyes. 
No more the heav'n-illumin*d luflre fliines} 

His cheek, once nature's pride. 

With blooming rofes dy'd, 
To unrelenting fate its op'ning blulh refignsp 

V. 

Dear haplefs youth ! what felt thy mother's heart, 
When in her view thy lifelefs form was laid ? 
Such anguifli when the foul and body part. 
Such agonizing pangs the frame invade. 

Wa3 

f River goddei&s. 
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Was there no hand, Ihe cry*d, my child to aid ? 
Could hew^n and earth unmov'd his fall furvey, - 
Nor from th* snfitiato waves redeem their lovely 
prey? 

Did I for this my tendVeft cares employ. 
To nourifli a^qd inftrudt thy earfy bloom ? 
Are all my rifins hopes, my promised joy, 
£xtin£i: in death's inexorable gloom ? 
No more (hall life thofe faded charms relume. 

Dear rip'nlng fweetnefs 1 funk no more to rife ! 

Thee nature mourns, like me, with fopd maternal 
eyes. 

FoRTUNi and life> your gifts how infecure ! 
How fair you promife } hut how ill perform ! 
Like tender fruit, they perirti premature, 
Scorch'd by the beam, or whelm'd beneath the ftorm. 

For thee a fate more kind. 

Thy mother*s hopes alTign'd, 
Than thus to fink in early youth deplor'd ; 

But late thou fled'ft my fight. 

Thy parent's dear delight ! 
And art thou to my arms, ah ! art thou thus reftor'd ? 

Severe 
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VI. 

Seveilb tho(e ills ; yet heavier ftiU impend. 
That wound with livelier grief the fmarting foul : 
As, ere the long-collejacd ftorm dcfccnd. 
Red lightnings flafli, and thunder fhakcs the pole ; 
Portentuous, folemn, loud its murmurs roll : 
While from the fubjeft field the trembling hind 
Views inftant ruin threat the labours of mankind* 

For fcarce the bitter figh and deep-ning groan 
In fainter cadence died away in air. 
When, lo I by fate a deadlier Ihaft was thrown^ 
Which open'd evVy fource of deep defpatr : 
As yet our fouls thofe recent forrows (hare. 
Swift from th' adjacent field Menalcas flies. 
While grief impels his fteps, and tears bedew his 
eyes. 

Weep on, he cry'd, let tears no meafure know s 

Hence from thofe fields let pleafure wing her way : 

Ye fhades, be hallow*d from this hour to woe : 

No more with fummer's prjde, ye meads, be gay. 

Ah! why, with fweetnefs crown'd, 

Should fummer fmile around ? 

Phit 
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Philanthes now is nutnber*d with the dead : 
Young health, all drown*d in tears, 
A livid palenefs wears ; 

Dim are her radiant eyes, and all her rofes fade. 

VIL 
Him bright * Hygeia, in life's early dawn. 
Thro' nature's fav'rite wa%s with tranfpoft led, . 
Thro' woods umbrageous, or the op'ning lawn, 
Or where frefb fountains lave the flow'ry mead: 
There fummer's treafures to his view difplay'd, 
Wjiat herbs and flow'rs falubrious juice beftow. 
Along the lowly vale, or mountain's arduous brow. 

The paralytic nerve his art confefs'd. 
Quick-panting afthma, and confumption pale : 
Corrofive pain he foften'd into reft. 
And bade the fever's rage no more prevail. 
Unhappy art ! decreed at laft to fail. 
Why linger'd then thy falutary pow'r. 
Nor from a life fo dear repell'd the deftin'd hour? 

Youn griefs, O love apd friendfhip, how feverc ! 
When high to heav'n his foul purfu'd her flight 5 

Your 
f Daughter of i£scuLAPivs, and goddefs of healtli. 
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Your moving plaints ftill vibrate on my ear, 
Scill the fad vifion fwims before my fight. 

O'er all the mournful fcene^ 

Inconfolable pain^ 
Inev*ry various form, appeared exprefs'd : 

The tear-diftilling eye. 

The long, deep, broken figh, 
Diffolv'd each tender foul, and heav*d in ev'ry breaft. 

VIII. 
Such were their woes, and oh! howjuft, how due! 
What tears could equal fuch immenfe diftrefs ? 
Time, cure of lighter ills, muftours renew. 
And years the fenfe of what wc lofe increafe. 
From whom fhall now the wretched hope redrefs ? 

Religion where a nobler fubjedt find. 

So favoured of the fkies, fp dear to human kind ? 

Fair friendfhip, fmiling on his natal hour, 

The babe feledted in her facred train ; 

She bade him round difFufive bleflings (howV, 

And in his bofom fix'd her fav'rite fane. 

In glory thence how ftrong, yet how ferene. 

Her vital influence fpread its chearing rays ! 

Worth felt the genial beam^ and ripen'd in the blaze. 

As 
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As lucid ftreams refrdh the fmiling {dain, 
Opening the ftow'ri that on their borders grow j 
As grateful to the herb, dcfccddiiig rain. 
That ihrunk and withered in the foW glow : 

So, when his voice was hediid» 

Affliftion difappear'd ; 
Fleafure with ravilhM ears imbib'd the found i 
Grief with its fweetnefs footh'd, 
Each cloudy feature fmooth'd. 
And ever- waking care foi^t th' eternal wound. 

IX. 

Such elegance of tafte, fuch graceful eafe, 

Ihfus'd by hcav'n, thro' all his manners (hone ; 

In him it feeih'd to join whatever could pleafe. 

And plan the full perfe£lion from its Own : 

He Other fields and other fwains had known, 

Gentle as thofe of old by * Phoebus taught, 

When polifli'd with his lute, like him, they (poke 

and thought. 

Thus 

* He was faid to pplifh the fwains, when, in revenge for 
forging the bolt which killed his fon, he flew the Cyclops, 
and was dooni'd to keep the flocks of Adm£t vs. 
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Thus form'd alike to blefs, and to fe bkik'd^ 
Such heavenly graces bindred graces fcgund ; 
Her gentle turn the fame^ thd fame her tafte^ 
With equal worthy and ec^al candoinr crowned i 
Long may fhe (barch creation's ample rounds 

The joys of fuch a friendfliip to explore ; 

But^ once in him expirM^ to joy (he lives no mOre« 

As nature to her wdrks fupremcly kind. 
His tender foul with all the parent glowed ; 
On all his race, his goodnefs unconfinM, 
One full exhauftlefi ftream of fondnefs floW*d j 

Fleas'd as each genius rofe 

New profpe&s to difclofe. 
To form the mind^ and raife its gen'rous aim 1 

His thoughts, with virtue warm'd^ 

At once infpir'd and charm'd ; 
His looks, his words, his fmtles transfus'd the facred 
flame* 

X. 

Say ye, whofe minds for long revolving years 
The joys of fweet fociety have known, 
Whofe mutual fondnefs ev*ry houif ejo^dears^ 

Q Whojfc 
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Whofe pains, whofe pleafures, and whofe fouls, are one j 
O ! fay 9 for you can judge, and you alone. 

What anguifh pierc'd his widow*d confort's heare^ 
When from her dearer felf for ever doom'd to part 

His children to the fcene of death repair. 

While more than filial forrow bathes their eyes 5 

His fmiles indulgent, his paternal care. 

In fadly-pleafing recolleaion rife : 

But young Dorinda, with diftinguifh'd fighs, 

EfFufing all her foul in foft regret. 

Seems, while fhe mourns his lofs, to (hare a f^ 
ther*s fate. 

Whether the day its wonted courfe renewed. 

Or mid-night vigils wrapt the world in ihade. 

Her tender talk afliduous (he purfu'd. 

To footh his anguifh, or his wants to aid ; 

To foften ev'ry pain. 

The meaning look explain. 

And fcan the forming wifti ere yet exprefs'd : 

The dying father fmilM 

With fondnefs on his child. 

And, when his tongue was mute, his eyes her good- 
nefs blefs'd. 

At 
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XL 
At length, fair mourner ! ceafe thy riiing woe ; 
Its objed ftiU furviving feeks the flcies. 
Where brighter funs in happier climates glow. 
And ampler fcenes with heightening charms furprife : 
There perfed: life thy much lov'd fire enjoys. 
The life of gods, exempt from grief and pain, 
"Where in immortal breafts immortal tranfports 
reign. 

Ye mourning fwains, your loud complaints forbear ; 

Still he, the Genius of our green retreat. 

Shall with benignant care our labours chear. 

And banilh far each fhock of adverfe fate ; 

Mild funs and gentle fhow'rs on fpring (hall wait, 

His hand with ev*ry fruit (hall autumn ftore : 

In heav'n your patron reigns, ye (hepherds, weep 
no more. 

Henceforth his pow'r (hall with your*LARES join, 

To bid your cots with peace and pleafure fmile 5 

To bid difeafe and languor ceafe to pine^ 

And 

* Domeftic gods. 
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And fair abundance crown each rural toil z 
While birds their lays refume, 
And fpring her anpual blopm, 

Jjtt verdant wreaths his lacred tomb adorn } 
To him, each rifing day, 
Pevout libations pay : 

In heav'n your patron reigns, no iporc, ye fliepherdS| 
mputti. 



Th< 
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The WISH; 
An ELEGY. 

To URANIA. 

f^elices ter^^t amfUus^ 

^os irrupta tenet cofula^ nee mdis 
Divulftts querimoniis 

Suprema citiusfolvet amor die. Hor. 

T E T others travel, with inceOant pain, 
X-' The wealth of earth and ocean to fecure; 
Then, with fond hopes, carefs the precious bane % 
In grandeur abject, and in a£Buence poor. 

But foon, too foon, in fancy^s timid eyes. 

Wild waves fball roar, and conflagrations fpread % 

While bright in arms, and of gigantic fize. 

The fear-fcfrm*d robber haunts the thorny bed* 

Let me, in dreadlefs poverty retir'd. 
The real joys of life, unenvied, fliare : 

Favour*d by love, and by the mufe infpir'd, 
I'll yiel^ to wealth its jealoufy and ^are, 

Qft 
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On rifing ground, the profpeft to command, 

Unting'd with fmoak, where vernal breezes blow, 

Jn rural neatnefs let my cottage ftand ; 

Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. 

Oft from the neighboring hills and paftures round, 
Let (Jiecp with tender bleat falute my ear j 

Nor fox infidious haunt the guiltlefs ground, 
Nor man purfue the trade of murder near ; 

Far hence, Jcind heaven ! expel the favage train, 
InurM to blood, and eager to deftroy ; 

Who pointed fteel with recent daughter flain. 
And place in groans and death their cruel joy, 

Ye pow*rs of focial life and tender fong ? 

To you devoted (hall my fields remain ; 
Here undifturbM the peaceful day prolong. 

Nor own a fmart but love's delightful pain. 

For you, my trees fhall wave their leafy fhade i 
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air 5 

jpor you, be autumn's blufhing gifts difplay'd. 
And all that nature yields of fwect or fair. 

But, 
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lut* O ! if plaints, which love and grief infpire. 
In heavenly breafts could e'er compaffion find, 

Jrant me, ah ! grant my heart's fupreme defire^ 
And teach my dear Urania to be kind. 

or her, black fadnefs clouds my brighteft day ; 

For her, in tears the mid-night vigils roll 5 
or her, cold horrors melt my pow'rs away, 

And chill the living vigour of my foul. 

eneath her fcorn each youthful ardor dies. 
Its joys, its wifhes, and its hopes, expire 1 

1 vain the fields of fcience tempt my eyes ; 
In vain for me the mufes ftring the lyre. 

) ! let her oft my humble dwelling grace. 

Humble no more if there ftie deign to fliine ; 

or heav'n, unlimited by time or place. 
Still waits on god-like worth and charms divine. 

Imid the cooling fragrance of the morn. 

How fweet with her through lonely fields toftrayf 

ler charnts the lovelieft landlkip fhall adorn. 

And add new glories to the rifing day. 

With 
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With her^ all nature fhines in hei^tenM blooifi i 
The filver ftream in fweeter mufic flows ; 

Odours more rich the fanning gales perfume ; 
And deeper dnftures paint the fpreading rofe^ 

With her, the Ihades of night their horrors lofe^ 

Its deepeft filence charms if fhe be by ^ 
Her voice the mufic of the dawn renews, 
''Its lambent radiance fparkles in her eye. 

How fweet^ with her, in wifdom's calm recefs^ 
To brighten foft defire with wit refin'd ! 

Kind naturc^s laws with facred Ashley trace. 
And view the faireft features of the mind f 

Or borne on Milton*s flighty as heav*n, fublir 
View its full blaze in open profpcdt glow; 

Blefs the firft pair in Eden^s happy clime. 
Or drop the human tear for endlefs woe. 

And when, in virtue and in peace grown ol^ 
No arts the languid lamp of life reftore,- 

Her let me grafp with hands convuls'd and 
Till ev'ry nerve relax'd can hold no m 
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Long, long on her my dying eyes fufpend. 

Till the laft beam (hall vibrate on my fight i 
Then foar where only greater joys attend. 
And bear her image to eternal light. 

Fond man, ah t whither would thy fancy rove ? 

'Ti^ thine to languifh in unpitied fmart i 
Tis thine, alas \ eternal fcorn to prove. 

Nor feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart* 

But, if my fair this cruel law impofe^ 
Pleas'd, to her will I all my foul rcfigOj 

To walk beneath the burden of my woes. 
Or fink in death, nor at my face repine* 

5fet when, with woes unmingled and fincere, 
To earth's cold womb in filence 1 defccnd | 

Let her, to grace my obfcquies, appear^ 

And with the weeping throng her forrows blend* 

Ah! no ; be all her hours with pleafure crown'd. 

And all her foul from evVy anguifli free : 

Should my fad fate that gentle bofom wound, 

The toys of hcav'n would be no joys^ to me- 

R On 
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On the Death of Mr. P P E i 
M ELEGY. 

Poets tbemf elves mufi fall^ like thofe they fung ; 
Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue : 
Ev^n hey whofefoul now melts in mournful laySy 
Shall Jhortly want the generous tear be pays. 

PoPE^s Unfortunate Ladjf'. 

WH I L E yet I fcarce awake from dumb furprizc, 
And tepid ftreams profufely bathe my eyes; 
While foul-diflblving fighs itiy bofom itr^n. 
And all my being finks (^re&'d with pain ; 
Deign you, whofe fouls^like mine^^are form'd to know 
The nice poetic fenfe of blifs and woe ; 
To thofe fad accents deign a pitying ear : 
Strong be our fbrrow, as the caufe ievere^ 

. O Pope, what tears thy obfequics attend \ 

Britain a bard deplores, mankind a friend : 

For thee, their darling, weep tV Jmian choir. 

Mute the foft voice, unftrung the tuneful lyre : 

For thee, the virtuous and the fagc (hall mourn. 

And virgin forrows bathe thy facrcd urn : 

One 
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One veil of grief o^cr heav'n and earth be thrown, 
And vice and envy flaunt in fmiies alone. 
Ere while deprefs'd in abjedl duft they lay. 
Nor with their hideous forms affronted day ; 
While thy great genius, in their torturM fight, 
Plac'd truth and virtue cloath'd with heav'nly light : 
Now pleas'd, to open funfhine they return. 
And o'er the fate exult which others mourn. 

Ah me ! far other thoughts my foul infpire i 
Far other accents breathes the plaintive lyre : 
Thee, tho* the mufes blefs*d with all their art. 
And pour'd their facred raptures on thy heart ; 
Tho* thy lov*d virtue, with a mother's pain. 
Deplores thy fate, alas ! deplores in vain : 
Silent and pale thy tuneful frame remains ; 
Death fcals thy fight, and freezes in thy veins : 
«« Cold is that breaft, which warmed the world befpre, 
«' And that heav'n-prompted tongue fhall charm no 
" more." 

Whom next fhall heav'n to fhare thy honours chufe j 
Whom confecrate to virtue and the mufe ? 

The 
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The tnufe, by fate*s eternal plan, defign'd 
To light, exalt, and humanize the mindj 
To bid kind pity melt, juft anger glow j 
To kindle joy, or prompt the fighs of woe 1 
To ftiake with horror, rack with tender fmart, 
^nd touch the fineil fprings that move the heartt 

* Curst he ! who, without extafy fincere. 
The poet's foul effus'd in fong can hear : 
^His aid in vain (hall indigence require ; 
Unmov*d he views his deareft friends expire : 
Nature and nature's God that wretch deteft ; 
Unfought his friendfhip, and his days unbleft : 
(leirs mazy frauds deep in his bofbm roIl» 
And all her gloom hangs heavy on his foul. 



As 



* What we call poetical genius, depends entirely on the 
quickncfs of moral feeling : he, therefore, who cannot feel 
poetry, mufl either have his afFedions and internal fenfes de- 
praved by vice, or be naturally infenfible of the pleafures 
refulting from the exercife of them. But this natural infen- 
fibility is almoft never fo great in any heart, as entirely to 
hinder the impreffion of well^painted paflion, or natural i- 
mages connected with it, 
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As when the fun begins his eaftem way, 
To blefs the nations with returning day, 
Crown'd with ynfading fplendor, on he flies ; 
Reveals the world, and kindles all the ikies : 
The proftrate Eaft the radiant God adore; 
So, Pope, we view'd thee, but muft view no more. 
Thee angels late beheld, with mute furprize. 
Glow with their themes, and to their accents rife ; 
They view'd with wonder thy unbounded aim, 
To trace the mazes of th' eternal fcheme : 
But heav'n thofe fcenes to human view denies, 
Thofe fcenes impervious to celeftial eyes : 
Whoe'er attempts the path, Ihall lofe his way. 
And, wrapt in night, through endlefs error ftray. 

Ift thee what talent (hall we mod admire ; 
The critic's judgment, or the poet's fire ? 
Alike, in both, to glory is thy claim 5 
Thine Aristotle's tafte, and Homer's flame. 

Arm'd with impartial fatire, when thy mufc 
Triumphant vice with all her rage purfues ; 
To hell's dread gloom the monfter fcours away, 
fsLt from the haunts of nien, and fcenes of day : 

There, 
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There, curft and curfing, rackM with raging woc^ 
Shakes with inceflant howls the realms below. 
But foon, too foon, the fiend to light fhall rife ; 
Her fteps the earth fcarce bound, her head the ikies j 
Till his red terrors Jove again difplay, 
Aflert his laws, and vindicate his fway. 

When Ovid's fong bewails the Lejbian Fair, 
Her flighted paf&on, and intenfe defpair ; 
By thee improved, in each foul-moving line. 
Not Ovid's wit, but Sappho's forrows fliine. 
When Eloisa mourns her haplefs fate, 
Wh^t heart can ceafe with all her pangs to beat } 

While pointed wit, with flowing numbers grac'd^ 
Excites the laugh, ev'n in the guilty breaft ; . 
The gaudy coxcomb, and the fickle fair. 
Shall dread the fatire of thy ravififd hahr. 

Not the * Sicilian breath'd a fweeter fong. 
While Arethusa, charm'd and lift'ning, hung; 
For whom each mufe, from her dear feat retir'd, 
His flocks proteftcdj and himfelf infpir'd ; 

Nor 

^ Theocritus. 
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Nor he * who fuftg, while forrow fiU'd the plaio. 
How Cytherea mourned Adonis flain ; 
^ Nor f TiTYRus, who, in immortal Jays, 
Taught Mantua's echoes Galatea's praife« 
No more let Mantua hozS: unrivard fame ; 
Thy Wind/or now fhall equal honours claim : 
Eternal fragrance fliall each breeze perfume. 
And in each grove eternal verdure bloom. 

Ye tuneful fhepherds, and ye beauteous maids. 
From fair Ladona^s banks, and Wtndfor'% (hades, 
Whofe fouls in tranfport melted at his fong. 
Soft as your fighs, and as your wifhes ftrong ^ 
O come ! your copious annual tributes bring. 
The full luxuriance of the rifled fpring ; 
Strip various nature of each fairefl: flowV, 
And on his tomb the gay profufion fhow'r. 
Let long-liv'd panfies here their fcehts bellow; 
The violets languifh, and the rofes glow ; 
In yellow glory let the crocus Ihine, 
Narciffus here his love-fick head recline ; 
Here hyacinths in purple fweetnefs rife. 

And tulips ting'd with beauty's fairefl; dyes. 

Who 
? BioN. f Virgil. 
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Who ifaall fuccecd thy worth, O darling fwaio! 
Attempt thy reeds, or emulate thy drain ? 
Each painted warbler of the vocal grove 
Laments thy fate, unmindful of his lover 
Thee, thee the breezes^ thee the fountains nKniro, 
And folemn moans refponfive rocks return ; 
Shepherds and flocks protradk the doleful found, 
And nought is heard but mingled plaints around* 

When firft Calliope thy fall furvey'di 
Immortal tears her eyes profufely fhed 5 
Her pow'rlefs hand the tuneful harp refign'd ; 
The confcious harp her griefs, low-murm'riog joia'd^ 
Her voice in trembling cadence dy'd away. 
And, loft in anguilh, all the goddeis lay. 
Such pangs fhe felt, when, from the realms of lights 
The fates, in Homer, ravifli'd her delight: 
To thee her facred hand confign'd his lyre. 
And in thy bofom kindled all his fire : 
Hence, in our tongue, his glorious labours drefl:^ 
Breathe all the god that warm'd their author's hreafl:^ 

When horrid war informs the facred page. 
And men and gods confiid in mutual rage. 

The 
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The clafh of arms, the trumpet's awful fouod^ 
And groans and clamours (hake themountaina round 3 
The nations rock, earth's iblid bafes groan. 
And quake heav'n's arches to th' eternal thronfi* 

When Eolus dilates the lawlefs wind^ 
O'er nature's face to revel unconfin'd. 
Bend heav'n's blue concave, fweep the fruitful plain^ 
Tear up the foreft, and inrage the main ; 
In horrid native pomp the tempefts (hine. 
Ferment, and roar, and aeftuate in each line* 

When Sisyphus, with many a weary groan^ 
Rolls up the hill the ftiil-revolving (tone i 
The loaded line, like it, fisems to recoil, 
Strains his bent nerves, and heaves with his full toil i 
But, when refulting rapid from its height. 
Precipitate the numbers emulate the flight. 

As when creative Energy, cmploy'd, 
With various beings fiU'd the boundlefs void } 
With deep furvey th' omnifcient Parent view'd 
The mighty fabric, and confefs'dlt good 5 

S He 
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He viewed, exulting with immenfe delight. 
The lovely tranfcript, as th' idea, bright : 
So fwelPd the * bard with exftafy divine, 
When full and finilh'd rofe his bright defign ; 
So, froip th^Elyfian bow'rs, he joy'd to fee 
All his inunortal fclf revivM in thee. 
While fame enjoys thy confecrated fane, 
Firft of th' infpir*d, with him for ever reign ^ 
With his, each diftant age fhall rank thy name^ 
And ev'n reluftant envy hifs acclaim. 

But, ah ! blind fate will no diftindion know> 
Swift down the torrent all alike muft flow : 
Wit, virtue, learning, are alike its prey ^ 
All, all muft tread th' irremeable way. 

No more fond wifhes in my breaft (hall roll, 
Diftend my heart, and kindle all my foul. 
To breathe my honeft raptures in thy ear. 
And feel thy kindnefs in returns fincere ; 
Thy art, I hop'd, fliould teach the mufe to fing, 
Diredl her flight, and prune her infant wing : 

Now,^ 

* Homer. 
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Now, mufe, be dumb 5 or let thy fong deplore 
Thy pli^afures blafted, and thy hopes no more. 

Tremendous pow'rs ! who rule th' eternal ftate. 
Whole voice is thunder, and whofe nod is fate; 
Did I for empire, fecond to your own. 
Cling round the fhrine, and importune the throne ? 
Fray'd I, that fame fhould bear my name on high> 
Through nation'd earth, or all- involving IHy ? 
Woo'd I for ipe the fun to toil and ihine. 
The gem to brighten, pr mStur*e the mine ? 
Tho* deep involved in adamantine night, 
Alk'd I again to view heav'n's chearful light ? 
PopE*s love I fought 5 that only boon deny*d, 
O life ! what pleafure canft thou boaft befide. 
Worth my regard, or equal to my pride ? 

Thus mourns a tim*rous mufe, unknown to fame. 
Thus (heds her fweeteft incenfe on thy name •, 
Whilft on her lips imperfeft accents die. 
Tear following tear, and figh fucceeding figh : 
She mourns, nor (he alone, with fond regret, 
A world, a feeling world, muft weep thy fate. 

Where 
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Where poiifii'd arts and facred fcience reign, 
Where'er the Nine their tuneful prefence deign i 
There fhall thy glory, with unclouded blaj^e, 
Comtriadd immortal monuments of praife : 
From clime to clime the circling fun (hall view 
Its rival fplendor ftill hh own purfue. 
While the fwift torrent from its fource defcends; 
While round this globe heav'n's ample concave beods { 
Whilft all its living lamps their courfe maintain. 
And lead the beauteous yearns revolving train ; 
So long (hall men thy heav'nly fong admire, 
find nature's charms and thine at once expire. 
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A S O L I L O QJJ Y: 

Occafioned by the Author's efcape from falling in<* 
to a deep well, where he oiuft have been irreco- 
verably loft, if a favourite lap-dog had not, by 
the found of its feet upon the board with which 
the well was cbvered, warned him of his danger, 

^id quifque vitetj nunquam hminifatis 
Cautum eft in boras. Horat. 

WHERE am I ! --0 Eternal PowV of heav'n I 
Relieve me 5 or, amid the filent gloom» 
Can danger's cry approach no gen'rous ear 
Prompt to redrefs th' unhappy ? O my heart ! 
What fhall I do, or whither ihall I turn ? 
Will no kind hand, benevolent as hcav'n. 
Save me involved in peril and in night i 

Erect with horror ftands my briftling hair ; 
My tongue forgets its motion ; ftrength forfakes 
My trembling limbs j my voice, impelled in vain. 

No 
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No pafiage finds ; cold, cold as death, my blood. 
Keen as the breath of winter, chills each vein. 
For on the verge, the awful verge of fate 
Scatce fix'd I ftand ; and one progrefEve ftep 
Had i^ung'd me down, unfathomably deep» 
To gulphs impervious to the chearful fun 
And fragrant breeze ; to that abhorr'd abode. 
Where Silence and Oblivion, fifters drear ! 
With cruel Death confederate empire hold. 
In defolation and primaeval gloom. 

Ha ! what unmans me thus ? what, more than horror, 
Relaxes ev*ry nerve, untunes my frame. 
And chills my inmoft foul ? — Be ftill, my heart! 
Nor, fluttering thus, in vain attempt to burft 
The barrier firm, by which thou art confined. 
Refunie your funftions, limbs ! reflirain thofe knees 
From fraiting thus each other. Roufe, my foul ! 
Aflert thy native dignity, and dare 
To brave this king of terrors ; to confront 
His cloudy brow, and unrelenting frown, 
With fteady fcorn, in confcious triumph bold. 
Reafon, that beam of ui^created day, 

That 
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That ray of Deity, by God's own breath 
Infus'd and kindled, reafon will difpel 
Thofe fancy'd terrors : reafon will inftru6l: thee. 
That death is heav'n's kind interpofing hand. 
To fnatch thee timely from impending woe 5 
From aggregated mifery, whofe pangs 
Can find no other period but the grave. 

For oh ! — while others gaze on nature's face. 

The verdant vale, the mountains, woods, and 

ftreams ; 

Or, with delight ineffable, furvey 

The fun, bright image of his parent God ; 

The feafons, in majeftic order, round 

This varyM globe revolving •, young-ey'd fpring, 

Profufe of life and joy -, fummer, adorn'd 

With keen effulgence, brightening heav'n and earth 5 

Autumn, replete with nature's various boon. 

To blefs the toiling hind ; and winter, grand 

With rapid florms, convulfing nature's frame : 

Whilft others view heav'n's all-involving arch. 

Bright with unnumber'd worlds ; and, loft in joy, 

Fair order and utility behold : 

. Or, 
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Or, unfatigu'd, th' amazing chain purfue. 
Which, in one vaft all-comprehending wholc^ 
Unites th' immenie ftupendous works of God, 
Conjoining part with part, and, thro' the frame^ 
DifFufing facrcd harmony and joy : 
To me thofe fair viciilicude^ are loft. 
And grace and beauty blotted from my view. 
The verdant vale, the mountains, woods, and ftream% 
One horrid blank appear ; the young-ey'd fpring, 
Effulgent fummer, autumn deck'd in wealth 
To blefs the toiling hind, and winter grand 
With rapid ftorms, revolve in vain for me : 
Nor the bright fun, nor all-embracing arch 
Of heav'n, fhall e'er thofe wretched orbs behold. 

O Beauty, Harmony ! ye fitter train 
Of Graces ; you, who in th' admiring eye 
Of God your charms difplay'd, ere yet, tranfcrib'd 
On nature's form, your hcav'nly features fhonc : 
Why are you fnatch'd for ever from my fight, 
Whilft, in your ftead, a boundlefs wafte expanfe 
Of undiftinguifhM horror covers all ? 
Wide o'er my profpeft rueful darkncfs breathes 

Her 
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Her inaufpiciQus vapour ; in whofe (hade^ 
Fear, grief, and anguiflii natives of her reign» 
In focial fadnefs, gloomy vigils keep: 
With them 1 walk, with them ftill doom'd to ihara 
Eternal blacknefs, without hopes of dawn. 

Hence oft the hand of ignorance and fcorn. 

To barb'rous mirth abandoned, points me out 

With idiot grin : the fupercilious eye 

Oft, from the noife and glare of profpVous life^ 

On my obfcurity diverts its gaze 

Exulting ; and, with wanton pride inflate. 

Felicitates its own fuperior lot : 

Inhuman triumph ! Hence the piercing taunt 

Of titled infolence infliftcd deep. 

Hence the warm blufli that paints ingenuous fhanie^ 

By confcious want infpir'd ; th' unpicied pang 

Of love and friendfbip flighted. Hence the tear 

Of impotent compaffion, when the voice 

Of pain, by others felt, quick fmites my heart. 

And roufes all its tendernefs in vain. 

All thefe, and more, on this devoted head. 

Have with collefted bitternefs been pour'd. 

T Nor 
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Nor end my forrows here. The facred fane 
Of knowledge, fcarce acceffible to me. 
With heart-confuming anguifh I behold ; 
Knowledge, for which mjr foul infatiate burns 
With ardent thirft. Nor can thefe ufelcfs hands. 
Untutored in each life-fuftaining art, 
Nourifh this wretched being, and fupply 
Frail nature's wants that fhorc ceflfation know. 

Where * now, ah! where is that fupporting arm 

Which to my weak unequal infant fteps 

Its kind affiftance lent ? Ah ! where that love. 

That ftrong affiduous tendernefs, which watch'd 

My wifhes yet fcarce form'd ; and, to my view, 

Unimportun'd, like all- indulging heav*n. 

Their objedts brought ? Ah ! where that gentle voice 

Which, with inftruftion, foft as fummer dews 

Or fleecy fnows, defcending on my foul, 

Diftinguifti'd ev*ry hour with new delight ? 

Ah ! where that virtue, which, amid the ftorms. 

The mingled horrors of tumultuous life. 

Untainted, unfubdu*d, the fhock fuftain'd ? 

So 

* The charadler here drawn is that of the author^s father, 
whofe anforefeen fate had juft before happened. 
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So firm the oak which, in eternal night. 
As deep its root extends, as high to heav*n 
Its top majeftic rifes : fuch the fmile 
Of fome benignant angel, from the throne 
Of God difpatch'd, ambaffador of peace ; 
Who on his look impreft his meflage bears. 
And pleas'd, from earth averts impending ill. 
Alas ! no wife thy parting kiffes fliar'd ; 
From thy expiring lips no child received 
Thy laft dear bleffing and thy laft advice. 
Friend, father, bencfador, all at once. 
In thee forfook me, an unguarded prey 
For ev'ry ftorm, whofe lawjefs fury roars 
Beneath the azure concave of the flcy. 
To tofs, and on my head exhauft its rage. 

Dejecting profped ! foon the haplefs hour 

May come ; perhaps this moment it impends. 

Which drives me forth to penury and cold. 

Naked and beat by all the ftorms of heav*n, 

Friendlefs and guidelefs to explore my way •, 

Till, on cold earth this poor unlhelter'd head 

Reclining, vainly from the ruthlefs blaft 

Refpite I beg, and in the (hock expire. 

Me 
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M5 miferablc ! wherefore, O my foul ! 
Was, on fuch hard conditions, life defir'd? 
One ftep, one friend)y ftep, without thy guiit. 
Had placed me fafe in that profound recefe. 
Where, undifturb'd, eternal quiet reigns. 
And fwect forgetfulnefs of grief and care. 
Why, then, my coward foul ! didft thoi) recoil ? 
Why fhun the final exit of thy woe ? 
Why fhiver at approaching diflblution ? 

Say why, by nature's unrefifted force^ 
Js ev'ry being, where volition reigns 
And aftive choice, impll-d to ftiun their fate, 
And dread deftruftion as the word of ills ? 
Say, why they ftirink, why fly, why fight, why fifk 
Precarious life, to lengthen out its date. 
Which, lengthened, is, at bed, protradled pain ? 
jSay, by what myftic charms, can life allure 
Unnumbered beings, who, beneath me far 
Plac*d in rheexrenfive fcale of nature, want 
Thofe bleffings hcav'n accumulates on me ? 
Bleffings fuperior ; tho' the blaze of day 
Pours on their fight its foul-refrefhing ftream. 

To 
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To me extinft in cverlafling fliades : 
Yet heav'n-taught mufic, at whofe powerful voice, 
Corrofivc care and anguifti, charm'd to peace, 
Forfake the hean, and yield it all to joy. 
Ne'er fooths their pangs. To their infenfatc view 
Knowledge in vain her faired treafure fpreads.. 
To them the nobleft gift of bounteous heav*n. 
Sweet converfation, whofe enlivening force 
Elates, diilends, and, with unfading (trength, 
Infpires the foul, remains for ever loft. 
The facred fympathy of focial hearts ; 
Benevolence, fupreme delight of heav'n ; 
Th* extenfive wilh, which, in one wide embrace. 
All beings circles, when the fwelling foul 
partakes the joys of God ; ne*cr warms their breafts. 

As yet my foul ne*cr felt th* opprcflive weight 
Of indigence unaided : fwift redrefs. 
Beyond the daring flight of hope, approached. 
And evVy wilh of nature amply bleft. 
Tho', o'er the future feries of my fate, 
III omens feem to brood, and ftars malign 
To. blend their baleful fire : oft, while the liin 

Parts 
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Darts boundlcfs glory thro* th* expanfe of heaven, 
A gloom of congregated vapours rife. 
Than night more dreadful in her blackeft fhroud, 
And o'er the face of things incumbent hang. 
Portending tempeft 5 till the fource of day 
Again aflerts the empire of the Iky, 
And, o'er the blotted fcene of nature, throws 
A keener fplendor. So, perhaps, that care. 
Thro' all creation felt, but moft by man, 
Which hears with kind regard the tender figh 
Of modeft want, may diifipate my fears. 
And bid my hours a happier flight affume. 
Perhaps, enliv'ning hope ! perhaps my foul 
May drink at wifdom's fountain, and allay 
Her unextinguifh'd ardor in the ftream : 
Wifdom, the conftant magnet, where each wifh. 
Set by the hand of nature, ever points, 
Reftlefs and faithful, as th' attraftive force 
By which all bodies to the centre tend. 

What then ! becaufc th* indulgent Sire of all 
Has, in the plan of things, prefcrib'd my fphere •, 
Becaufe confpmmatc Wifdom thought not fit. 

In 
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In affluence and pomp, to bid me fhine j 

Shall I regret my deftiny, and curfe 

That ftate, by heav*n*s paternal care, defign'd 

To train me up for fcenes, with which compared, 

Thefe ages, meafur'd by the orbs of hcav'n. 

In blank annihilation fade away ? 

For fcenes, where, finifh'd by almighty art, 

Beauty and order open to the fight 

In vivid glory ; where the fainteft rays 

Out-flifli the fplendor of our mid-day fun ? 

Say, Ihall the Source of all, who firft affign^d 

To each conftituent of this wondVous frame 

Its proper powVs, its place and aftion due, . 

With due degrees of weaknefs, whence refuks 

Concord ineffable -, (hall he revcrfe. 

Or difconcert the univerfal fcheme. 

The gen'ral good, to flatter felfifli pride 

And blind defire ? — Before th' Almighty voice 

From non-exiftence call'd me into life. 

What claim had I to being ? what to ftiine 

In this high rank of creatures, formM to climb 

The deep afcent of virtue, unrelax'd. 

Till infinite perfedtion crown their toil ? 

Who, 
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Who, confciQus of their origin divine, , ^ t 
Eternal order, beauty, truth and good^ 
Perceive, like their gr^ Parent, and admire« 

Hush ! then, my heart, with pious cares fuppreft 
This tumid pride and impotence of foul : 
Learn now, why all thofe multitudes, which crowd 
This fpacious theatre, and gaze on heav'n, 
Invincibly averfe to meet their fate* 
Avoid each danger : know this facred truths 
All-perfe6t Wifdom, on each living foul,. 
Engrav'd this mandate, " to prefervc their frames 
And hold entire the general orb of being." 
Then, with becoming rcv'rence let each povi^r^ 
In deep attention, hear the voice of God •, 
That awful voice, which, fpeaking to theXoui^ 
Commands its refignation to his law I 

For this, has heav'n to virtue's glorious ftagcJ 

CallM mc, and plac'd the garland in my view. 

The wreath of conqueft ; bafely to defert 

The part affign*d me, and, with daftard fear^ 

From prefent pain, the caufe of future blils, 

To Ihrink into the bofom of the grave ? 

How, 
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How, then, is grafktKk's vaft debt repaid i 
Where all the fender offkc& of love 
Due to fraternal man^ in which the he M^ 
Each bleffing it comiAunicateSi enjoys ? 
How then ^U I obey the firft great ki# 
Of nature^s Legiflator, deep impreft 
With dooUe famdson ) reftlefs feat of (leatb^ 
And fondnef^ ftili to breathe this vital air ? 
Nor is th'injuni^kDn hard : who would not fink 
A while in teafs and f<M*r^^ ; then emerge 
With tenfold lu&tt j triumph o'er his pain i 
And, with unfading glory, QAwt i» heav'n f 

Come then, my little guardian Genius ! cloath^4 
In that familiar form ^ my Pay lax, come ! 
Let me carefs thee^ hug thee to my hearty 
Which beats with joy of life prcferv'd by thee. 
Had not thy interpofing fondnefs ilaid 
My blind precipitation, now^ ev'n now^ 
My foul, by nature's Iharpeft pangs expeU'd, 
Had left this frame ; had pafsM the dreadful boundl^ 
Which life from death divides j divides this fcene 

From vaft eternity^ whofe deepening flxades, 

U Imper- 
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Impervious to the (harpeft mortal fight. 

Elude our keeneft fearch. But ftill I err^ 

However thy grateful undefigning heart. 

In ills forefeen, with promptitude might aid ; 

Yet this, beyond thy utmoft reach of thought. 

Not ev'n remotely diftant could'ft thou view. 

Secure thy ffeps the fragile board could prefix 

Nor feel the leaft alarm where I had funk : . 

Nor could'ft thou judge the awful depth below^ 

Which, from its watry bottom, to receive 

My fall, tremcndoas yawn'd. Thy utmoft Ikill, 

Thy deepeft penetration here had ftopt 

Short of its aim ; and, in the ftrong embrace 

Of ruin ftruggling, left me to expire. 

No— heav'n's high Sovereign, provident oT all ^ 

Thy paffive organs moving, taught thee firft. 

To check my heedlefs courfe ; and hence I live. 

' Eternal Providence! whofe equal fway 

Weigl>s each event ; whofe ever-waking care, 

Connedtrng high with low, minute with great. 

Attunes the wondrous whole, and bids each part 

In one unbroken harmony confpire : 

Hail f 
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Hail ! facred Source of happinefs and life ! 
Subftantial Good, bright intelledual Sun ! 
To whom my foul, by fympathy innate, 
Unweary*d tends ; and finds, in thee alone. 
Security, enjoyment, and repofe. 

By thee, O God ! by thy paternal arm. 
Through ev'ry period of my infant ftate, 
Suftain'd I live to yield thee praifcs due. 
O ! could my lays, with heavenly raptures warm. 
High as thy throne, re-echoe to the fongs 
Of angels -, thence, O ! could my pray'r obtain 
One beam of infpiration, to inflame ^ 

And animate my numbers : heaven's full choir, 
In loftier drains, th* infpiring God might fing ; 
Yet not more ardent, more fincere, than mine. 
But tho* my voice, beneath the feraph's note, 
Muft check its feeble accents, low depreft 
By dull mortality •, to thee, great Soul 
Of heav'n and earth ! to thee my hallow'd ftrain 
Of gratitude and praife ftiall (till afcend. 

ELEGY 
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^ L ^ G Yi 

To the MEMORY of 
CON^fJNTJJ. 

fits /ahem accumukm danisf gtfun^pr inanl 

BY the pale gUimner of the confcious moooi , 
When flumber^ on the humid €ye$ of wop, ; 
Sheds its kind koittye^ what mournful voici^ 
So fadly fw^, on my attentive car^ 
*Its moving plaint eJfiifes : Jike the fong 
Of Philombjl, when thro' the vocal m% 
Impelld by deep iof^onfpUble grief» 
ghe breathes her foft, her melancholy 9ami | 
^nd nature with religious Qlence hears ? 
^Tis flie ; my wandering fenfcs recognise 
The well-knpwn charm, and all my lift'ning foul 
Is cxpeftatk>p. Oh ! 'tis that dear voipe^ 
Whofe gentle accents charmed my happier days \ . 
Ere fharp affliftion's iron hand had preft 
fjer vernal youth, and fijnk her with the blow. 

Tell 
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Tell me, ihou heavenly excellence ! whofe form 
Still rifes to my vkw^ wbofe melting fong 
For ever echoes oo my trembling ear. 
Delightful ev'n in mifery ; O fay ! 
What bright diftinguiih'd manlion io the fky 
Receives thy fuff^ring virtue from the ftorm. 
That on thy tender bloflpm pouPd its rage ? 
flarly, alas 1 too early didft thou feel 
Its moft tempeftuous fury. From die calm. 
The foft fcrenity of life bow led 
An unfufpe6king vi(Stim ! Ev*ry blaft 
Fierc'd to thy inmoft foul, amidft the Mrafte 
Of cruel forfcnc left to feek thy way 
Un(helter*d and alone •, while to thy groans 
No gen'rous ear reclin'd, no friendly roof. 
With ho(pitable umbrage, enter tamM 
Thy drooping fweetnefs uninur'd to pain. 
That lib'r^l hand, which, to the torturM fenfo 
Of anguifhy comfort's healing balm apply^d, 
To heav'n and earth extended, vainly now 
Implores the confoiation onCe it gave. 
Nor fuppHant meets redrefs. That eye benign, 
f he feat of mercy, which to eafh diftrefi, 
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Ev'n by thy foe fuftain'd, the gentle tear, 
A willing tribute, paid, now fruitlef&weeps^ 
Nor gains that pity it fo oft beftow'd. 

Thou lovelieft facrifice that ever fell 

To perfidy and unrelenting hate ! 

|iow, in the hour of confidence and hope. 

When love and expe6tation to thy heart 

Spoke peace, and plac'd felicity in view ; 

How fled the bright illufion, and at once 

Forfook thee plung'd in exquifite defpair ! 

Thy friends ; the infeds of a fummer-gale 

That fport and flutter in the mid-day beam 

Of gay profperity, or from the flowVs, 

That in her funfliine bloom, with ardor fuck 

Sweetnefs unearned ; thy temporary friends. 

Or blind with headlong fury, or abus*d 

By ev'ry grofs impofl:ure, or fupine, 

Luird by the fongs of eafe and pleafure, faw 

Thy bitter defliiny with cool regard. 

Ev'n facred nature pled for thee in vain : 

Deaf to her tender importuning call. 

And all the father in his foul exdndt, 

Thy 
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Thy parent fat ; while on thy guiltlefs head 
Each various torment, that imbitters life, 
Exhiufted all their force : and, to infure 
Their execrable conqueft, black and fell, 
Ev'n as her native region^ Slander joined 5 
And o'er thy virtue, fpotlefs as the wifh 
Of infant fouls, inexorable breathM 
Her peftilential vapour. Hence fair Truth, 
Perfuafive as the tongue of feraphs, pled 
Unheard the caufe of Innocence ; the blufh 
Of fickle friendJhip hence forgot to glow. 

Mean while, from thefe retreats with haplefs fpced. 
By ev'ry hope and ev'ry wifli impelled. 
Thy fteps explored proteftion. Whence explored ? 
Ah me ! from whom, and to what curfed arms 
Wert thou betray'd : unfeeling as the rock 
Which fplits the veffel ; while its helplefs crew. 
With flirieks of horror, deprecate their fate? 
O earth! O righteous heav'n! could'ftthou behold; 
While yet thy patient hand the thunder grafp'd. 
Nor hurl'd the flaming vengeance ; could'ft thou fee 
The violated vow, the marriage rite 
Profan'd, and all the facred ties, which bind 

Or 
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Or Godf or man, abandon'd Co the fcof n 
Of vice by long impunity confirm'd ? 

But thou, perfidious f trertJble.— — If on hig^ 
The Hand of joftice with impartial fcale 
Each word, each adtion poifes, And exa<5ls 
Severe atonement from th^ olFending heart $ 
Oh ! what haft thou to dread ? what akHck pangs^ 
What deep damnation muft thy foul endure ? 
On earth 'twas thine to perpetrate a crime. 
From whofe grim vifager guilt of fframelels bntyW, 
Ev'n in its wild career, might (brink appalPd i 
*Tis thine to fear hereafter, if not feel, 
Plagues that can boaft no precedent in hdL . 
Ev'n in the filent fafe domcftic hour, 
Ev*n in the fcene of tendemefs and peace^ 
Remorfe, more fierce than all the fiends below, 
In fancy's ears, fhall, with a thoufand tongues. 
Thunder defpair and ruin : all her fnakes 
Shall rear their fpcckled crefts aloft in air. 
With ceafelefs horrid hifs ; (ball brandilh quick 
Their forky tongues, or roll their kindling eyes 
With fanguine fiery glare. Ev'n while each fenfcr 
Glews with the rapture of tumultuous joy, 

The 
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The tears of injured beauty, the complaints 

Of truth immaculate, by thee exposed 

To wrongs unnumber'd, (hall difturb thy blifs % 

Shall freeze thy blood with fear, and to thy fight 

Anticipate th* impending wrath of hcav*n* 

In fleep, kind paufe of being \ when the nerve 

Of toil unbends, when, from the heart of care. 

Retires the fated vulture, when difeafe 

And difappointment quafF lethean draughts 

Of fweet oblivion j from his charge unbleft. 

Shall fpeed thy better angel : to thy dreams 

Th' infernal gulph (hall open, and difclofe 

Its latent horrors. O'er the burning lake 

Of blue fulphurcous gleam, the piercing fliriek. 

The fcourge incefiant, and the clanking chain. 

Shall fear thee ev*n to frenzy. On thy mind 

Its fierceft flames Ihall prey \ while from its depth 

Some gnafhing fury beckons thy approach. 

And, thirfty of perdition, waits to plunge 

Thy naked foul, ten thoufand fathom down, 

Amidft the boiling furges. Such their fete, 

-Whofe hearts, indocile to the facred lore 

Of wifdom, truth, and virtue, banifh far 

X The 



i6i POEMS 6* 

The cry of foft compafEon ; nor can taftc 
Beatitude fupremc in giving joy ! 
Thy race, the produft of. a lawlefe flamcy 
£v*n while thy fond imagination plans 
Their future grandeur, in thy mock'd embrace 
Shall prematurely periQi ; . or furvivc 
To feel their father*s infamy, and curfe 
The tainted origin from which they fprung. 
For, Oh ! thy foul no foft compun£tion knew. 
When that fair form, where all the Graces liv'd, 
Perfedtion's brighteft triumph, from thy brfeaft 
The fport of milder winds and feas was thrown. 
To glow or ihiver in the keen extremes 
Of evVy various climate : when that cheek, 
Ting'd with the blufh of heaven's unfading rofe. 
Grew pale with pining anguifh : when that voice,? 
By angels tun'd to harmony and love. 
Trembled with agony ; and, in thine car, 
Utter'd the laft extremity of fmart. 

From foreign bounty flie obtained that aid 

Which friendfhip, love, humanity, at home, 

Deny'd her blafted worth. From foreign hands 

Hef glowing lips received the cooling draught, 

Tq 
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To footh the fever's rage. From foreign eyes 

The tear, by nature, love and friend (hip due, 

Flow'd copious o'er the wreck, whofe charms, in 
death 

Still blooming, at the hand of ruin fmil'd. 

Peftin'd, alas ! in foreign climes to leave 

Her pale remains unhonour'd -, while the herfe 

Of wealthy guilt emblazoned boafts the pride 

Of painted heraldry, and fculptur*d ftone 

Protefts or flatters its detefted fame. 

Vain trappings of mortality ! When thefe 

Shall crumble, like the worthlefs dufl: they hide; 

Then thou, dear fpirit ! in immortal joy. 

Crowned with intrinfic honours, (halt appear ; 

And God himfelf, xo lift'ning worlds, proclaim 

Thy injured tendernefs, thy^ faith unftain'd. 

Thy mildnefs long infulted, and thy worth 

Severely try'd, and found at laft fincere. 

But where. Oh ! where fhall art or nature find. 

For fmarting forrow's ever-recent wound, 

Some bleft reftorative •, whofe powerful charm 

May footh thy friend's regret, within his breaft 

Suf. 
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Sufpend die figh fpontaneous bid the tear. 

By fad reflczioa prcmipted, ceaie to fall ? 

Thele, ftili as moments, days and years revolv^ 

A confecrated offering, (hail attend 

Thy dear idea uneffac'd by time : 

Till the pate nigfit of deftiny obfcurn 

Life's wafting taper ; till each torpd fenfe 

Feel death's chill hand, and grief complain no fnoit. 



EPISTLE L 

To CL 10: 

In anfwer to one, in which fhe informed me of her de* 
parture from Dumfries. 

WHEN Clio (eem*d forgetful of my pain, 
A foft impatience throbbed in ev*ry vein; 
Each tedious hoyr I thought an age of woe 5 
So few their pleafures, and their pace fo flow : 
But, when your moving accents reached my ear, 
Juft, as your tafte, and as your heart, fincere 5 
My foul re-echo'd, while the melting ftrain 
^eat in each pulfe, and flowed in evVj'vein. 

Ah I 
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Ah ! teach my vcrfe, like your's, to be refin'd j 
Your force of language, and your (Irength of mind{ 
Teach cne that winning, foft, perfuafive art. 
Which raviihes the foui^ and charms the heart : 
Then ev'ry heightened pow*r I will employ. 
To paint your merit, and exprefs my joy. 
Lefs foft the ftrains, the numbers lefs refin*d. 
With which great Orpheus polilh'd human kind j 
Whofe magic force could lawlefs vice reprove. 
And teach a world the fweets of focial love. 

When great * Acasto's virtues grac'd your lays. 
My foul was loft in the effulgent blaze ; 
Whofe love, like heav'n, to all mankind extends^ 
Supplies the indigent, the weak defends ; 
Purfues the good of all with fteady aim ; 
One bright, unwearied, unextinguifh*d flame. 

What 



* A Gentleman in Galloway^ diftinguifliM for hofpitality; 
for his inviolable attachment to the interefts of his country j 
and, in (hort, for all thofe virtues which adorned his own an« 
ceilors, and dignify human nature. 
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What tranfport felt my foul, what keen delight, 
.When its full blaze of glory met my fight ! 
Put foon, too foon, the happy gleam was o'er; 
What joy can reign, where Clio is no more ? 

Ah ! haplefs me ! muft yet more woes infpirc 
The mournfjul fong, and fune the tragic lyre ? 
Her Clio's ^bfence mud: the mufe complain^ 
The laft and greateft of the fable train ? 
From thefe intruGve thoughts all pleafure file?, 
And leaves my foul benighted, like my eyes. 

Yet, while abforb'd in thought alone I ftray. 
On ev*ry fenfe while filent forrows prey. 
Or from fome arbor, confcious of my pain. 
While to the fighing breeze I figh in vain } 
May each new moment, fraught with new delight. 
Crown your bright day, and blefs your filent night: 
May heightening raptures ev'ry fenfe furprife, 
Mufic your ears, gay profpedts charm your eyes : 
May all on earth, and all in heav'n confpire 
To make your pleafures lafting, and entire. 
'Tis this alone can footh my anxious breaft. 
Secure of blifs, while confcious you are bleft. 

EPISTLE 
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E P I S T L E 11. 

To the fame. From Edinburgh. 

FROM where bleak north winds chill the frozea 
fkiesy 
And lov*d Edina's lofty turrets rife. 
Sing, heav'nly mufe I to thy lov'd Clio fing ; 
Tune thy faint voice, and ftretch thy drooping wing. 

Could I, like Uriel, on fome pointed ray. 
To your far diftant Eden wing my way, 
Out-ftrip the moments, fcorn the fwifteft wind. 
And leave ev'n wing'd defire to lag behind ; 
So ftrong, fo fwift, Td fly the port to gain ; 
The fpeed of angels (hould purfue in vain. 

Ah ! whither, whither would my fancy ftray ? 
Nor hope fuftains, nor reafon leads the way : 
No, let my eyes in fcalding forrows flow, 
Vaft as my lofs, and endlefs as my woe : 
Flow, till the torrent quench this vital flame. 
And, with increafing hours, increafe the flream. 

Yet, 
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Yet, Clio, hear, in pity to my fmart 5 
If gentle pity e*er could touch thy heart : 
Let but one line fufpend my conftant care. 
Too faint for hope, too lively for defpair : 
Thee let me ftill with wonted rapture find 
The mufe's patronefs, and poet*s friend. 

EPISTLE IIL 

To DoRiNDA ; with Vmce Preferv^d. 

IF friendihip gains not pardon for the muie. 
Immortal Otway, furc, will plead excufe : 
For eyes like thine he wrote his moving lays. 
Which feel the poet, and which weep his praife 
Whether great Jaffier tender grief infpircs, 
Strugglmg with cruel fate, and high defires } 
Or Belvidera's gentler accents flow. 
When all her foul (he breathes in k>ve and woe: 
Drawn from the heart the various paifions fiiine. 
And wounded nature bleeds in ev'ry line. 
As when fome turtle fpies her lovely mate 
Pierc'd by the ball, or fluttering in the net 5 
Her little heart juft burfling with defpair. 
She droops her wings, and coos her foul to air. 

EPI- 
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EPISTLE rV. 
Tb Mifs Annie Rae : 

With the Manual of Epictetus, andTablature crf'CEB£s« 

/^ O, happy leaves! to Anna's view difclofi 
^^ What Iblid joy from real virtue flows j 
When, like the world, fclf-pcds'd, th' exalted foul, 
Unfliaken, fcorns the ftorms that round her roil 5 
And, in herfelf colleded, joys to find 
Th* untainted image of th* Eternal Mind. 

To bid mankind their end fupreme purfue. 
On God and nature fix their wandering view i 
To teach reludtant paffion to obey. 
Checked, or impelled by reafon's awful fway 5 
From films of error purge the mental eye. 
Till undiflembled good in profpeft lie ; 
The foul with heav'n-born virtue to inflame : 
Such was the S/^Vs and Sacratic's aim. 

O ! could they view from yon immortal fcene,, 
Where beauty, trutfa^aad good, UBclouded, reign, 

y Fair 
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Fair hands like thine revolve their labourM pagCi 
Imbibe theirtruth,^md in their talk engage ) 
With rapture would they hail fo fair a fight. 
And feel new blifs in heav'n's fupreme delight. 

PROLOGUE TO OTHELLO: 

Spoken by Mr. Love, at the opening of thcPlay-houfc 
in Dumfries. 

XT" E! fouls ! by foft humanity infpir'd, 
-^ For gen'rous hearts and manners free admir'd j 
Where tafte and commerce, amicably join'd, 
Imbellifli life, and cultivate the mind : 
Without a blulii you may fupporc our ftage ; 
No tainted joys (hall here your view engage^ 
To tickle fools with proftituted art. 
Debauch the fancy, and corrupt the heart. 
Let others ftoop •, fuch meannefs we delpife. 
And pleafe with virtuous objedl^ virtuous eyes. 

The tender foul what dire convulfions tear. 

When whifp'ring villains gain th' uncautious ear 5 

How heav'nly mild, yet how intenfely bright. 

Fair Innocence, riio* clouded, ftrikes the fight 5 

What 
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What endlefs plagues from jealous fondnefs flow. 
This night our faithful fcenes attempt to (how : 
No new-born whim, no hafliy flalh of wit 5 ; 
But nature's di£tates by great Shakespear writ. 



Immortal bard ! who, with a mafter hand. 
Could all the movements of the foul command ; 
With pity footh, with terror fhakc her frame 5 

In love diflTolve her, or to rage inflame. 

To tafte and virtue, heav'n defcended pair! 
While pleas'd we thus devote our art and care 5 
To crown our ardor, let your fav*ring fmile 
Reward our hopes, and animate our toil : 
So may your eyes no weeping moments know. 
But when they fliare fome Desdaemona's woe. 



PRO- 



IJt 



POEMS ON 



PROLOGUE TO HAMLET: 

Spoken by Mr, LovB, at Dumfries. 

INSPIRED with fdeafing hope to cMonsnit 
Oncctmire weoflfer Shakespeare heavenly ftraiA •, 
While, hov'ring round, his laurel'd fliad^ furvcys 
What eyes fhatl pour their trHDUtc to his praifc; 
What hearts with tender pity fhall regret 
The bitter grief that clouds C>p«ex.i a's htt. 

Once fair flie flourifli'd, nature's joy and pride, 
But droop'd and wither'd, when a fatlier dy^d. 
Severe extremes dT tetidemefs and woe^ 
When love and virtue mourn one common blow ; 
When griefs alternate o'er the bofom reign. 
And ev'ry fenfe, and ev'ry thought is pain ! 
Here nature triumphed, on her throne fublime. 
And mock'd each pygmy mufe of later time ; 
Till Shakespear touch'd the foul with all her fmart. 
And ftamp'd her living image on the heart. 

From 
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From his inftruftive fong we deeply fed. 
How vainly guilt its horrors would conceal. 
Tho' night and filence with the fraud confpire. 
To bid the crime from human fearch retire 5 
Tho* yet the traitor feem from harm fecure. 
And fate a while fufpend th* avenging hour; 
Tho' fortune nurfe him with a mother's care. 
And deck her pageant in a fhort-liv*d glare: 
In vain he flruggles to diiguife his fmart; 
A living plague corrodes bis ulcer'd heart; , 
While ev'ry form of ruin meets his eyes. 
And beav'n's vindi6tive terrors round him rife. 

Such falutary truths their light difFufe, 
Where honours due attend the fcenic mule; 
Deep by her facred ^nature impreft. 
They mingle with the foul, and warm the breafl:. 
Hence taught of old, the pious and the fage. 
With veneration, patronized the ftage. 

But, foft 1 methlnks you cry with fome furprize, 
" How long intend you thus to moralize ?" 
Opr prologue deviates from eftablifti'd rules, . 

Nor 
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Nor fhocks the fair, nor calls the critics fools, 
Tis true ; but, dully fond of common fenfe. 
We ftill tlunk fpleen to wit has no pretence ; 
Think impudence is far remote from fpirit. 
And modefty, tho' aukward, has fome oierit. 



The AUTHOR'S PICTURE. 

WHILE in my matchlefs graces wrapt Iftand, 
And touch each feature with a trembling band; 
Deign, lovely Self ! with art and nature's pride. 
To mix the colours, and the pencil guide. 

Self is the grand purfuit of half mankind : 
How vaft a crowd by felf, like me, arc blind ! 
By fcif, the fop, in magic colours fhown, 
Tho' fcorn*d by cv*ry eye, delights his own : 
When age and wrinkles feize the conquering maid, 
Self, not the glafs, reflefts the flattering ftiade. 
Then, wonder-working felf! begin the lays 
Thy charms to others, as to me, difplay. 

Straight 
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Straight is my perfon, but of little fize ; 
Lean are itiy cheeks, and hollow are my eyes : 
My youthful down is, like my talents, rare $ 
Politely diftant Hands each fingle hain 
My voice, too rough to charm a lady's ear ; 
So fniooth, a child may liften without fear; 
Not form'd in cadence foft and warbling lays. 
To footh the fair thro* plcafure*s wanton ways. 
My form fo fine, fo fingulaf, fo new ; 
My port fo manly, and fo frefh my hue $ 
Oft, as I meet the ctowd, they laughing fay, 
" See, fee Memento mori crofs the way ."J 
The ravilh-d Proserpine at laft, we know. 
Grew fondly jealous of her fable beau ; 
But, thanks to nature ! none from me need fly ^ 
One heart the Devil could wound — fo cannot L 

Yet, thoVmy perfon fearlefs may be feen. 
There is fomc danger in my graceful mien : 
For, as fome veflel, tok*d by wind and tide. 
Bounds o'er the waves, and rocks from fide to fide^ 
In juft vibration thus I always move : 
This who can view, and not be forc'd to love ? 

Hail? 
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Ha£l! duurnsttng felf ! by wfaoTepcc^tiouiraid 
My form ia all its glory (lands di(ptay-d: 
Be prefimtftill ; with infpiration kin^ 
Let the fame faithful colours patnl the oaSfMi 

Like all mankind^ wi|h vanky Yak bk&'d. 1 
Confcious of wk I never yet po(&fs'd« 
To ftpong defires oy heart an eafy prey^ 
Oft feels their force^ but Jiever owias theic fway. 
This hour^ perhaps, as death I hate nay foe 1 
The next I wonder why I Ihoulddo fo. 
Tho* poor, the rich I yiew with careleft eye s 
Scorn a vain oath, and hate a ferious lie^ 
I ne'er, for fatire, tortuce conunon fenfe j 
Nor (how my wit at God's,, nor maoi's exigence* 
Harmlefs I live, unknowing and unknown ^ 
Wi(h well to all, and yet do good to none. 
Unmerited contempt I hatae to beac 1 
Yet on my faults, like others, am fcvcrc. 
Diftioneft flames my bo(bm never fire 5 
The bad I pity, and the good admire : 
Fond of the mufe, to her devote my days. 

And fcribble— not for puddings but for praife. 

These 
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These carelefi lines if any virgin hears^ 
Perhapj. in pity to my joytefc years, 
She may confent a genVous flame to own ; 
And I no longer (igh the nights alone. 
But» ihould the fair, aSedted^ vain^ Or nice^ 
Scream with the fears infpir*d by frogs or mice i 
Cry, Save us, heav*n I a fpeftre^ not a man ! 
Her hartlhorn fnatch, of interpofe her fan : 
If I my tender overture repeat ; 
O ! may my vows her kind reception meet ! 
May fhe new graces on my form beftow, 
Andj with tall honours, dignify my brow ! * 

z An 



* The matiner, ih whith oar Author has condddled thi^ 

jpiece, is very remarkable. None, but one pofTeiTed of Mr. 

Blacklock's happy temper of mind, would hare been fo 

pleafant at his own expence. Howeter, left the Ladies of 

future ages fhould think this humorous deftription real, it 

may not be improper to tell ehem, that, if the original had 

been in the hands of a faithful Painter^ the pidtttre would by 

no neans llave been fo la&roos^ 

R.Hi 
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An Extempwe EPIGRAMt 

On a Girl bringing in a Bottle of Wine. 

riTAE RRBSTRiAL HLebe ! comc, and banifli w6e ; 
■*^ Let mighty wine in gen'rous bumpers flow : 
All flame^ all fpirit, let the gl^fs go round; 
Each face be brightenM, and each wilh be croWnU 
Atlas, the prop of Jove's fublime abodes. 
Oft groans beneath the weight of ftagg'ring go&: 
Their great example let us then purfue ; 
We cannot cfr in what our authors do : 
Like them in joys unconfcious of allay. 
Laugh, drink, and ling eternity away. 



To a Centleman, who afked my fenti- 
ments of him. 

A^ E P I G R A M, 

TXEAR FABIUSImeifwellyouknow^ 
-*-^ You ne'er will take me for your foe ; 
If right yourfelf you comprehend, 
You ne'er will take me for your friend. 

6h 
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On P U N C H: 
An epigram. 

HENCE! reftlefscare, andlowdcfigni 
Hence ! foreign compliments and wine : 
Let gen'rous Britons, brave and &ee. 
Still boaft their Punch and honefty. 
Life is a bumper fiU'd by fate. 
And we the guefts who ihare the treat; 
Where ftrong, infipid, (harp and fweet, 
Each other duly temp'riog, meet. 
A while with joy the fcene is crown-d ; 
A while the catch and toaft go round : 
And, when tlie full caroufe is o*er, 
Peath puffs the lights, and (huts the door. 
Say then, Phyficians of each kind. 
Who cure the body, or the mind ; 
What harm in drinking can there be,* 
Since Punch and life fo well agree ? 

On 
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On MARRIAGE: 
Aw EPIGRAM. 

YOUNGCELIA, now ^ blooming bride. 
Sat from her friend3 ftpart, *nd cry^d ^ 
Her faithful ChIiOB view-d her care. 
And thu3 confol'd the weepng fair : 

Good heaven! in team! for fhame! look gay^ 
Nor cloud with grief your nuptial day. 
If brides in tears receive their fpoufcs. 
What muft the haplefs wretch who lofca 3 
Befides, my dear, you know 'tis reafon^ 
That all things have a proper fcafon ; 
Now, 'tis in marriage a plain cafe, 
That crying hplds the fccoqd place/ 
Let vulgar fouls i^ forrow fmk. 
Who always aft, and never think ? 
But, to refleding minds like you. 
Marriage can fqre have nothing new* 

Off 
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On the SAME: 
An epigram. 

WHOEVER feals the marriage vow» 
'Tis well agreed, makes one of two; 
Put who can tell, favc G — d alone. 
What numbers may make two ofenf. 



An EPITAPH, 
On a Favourite LAP-DOG. 

I NEVER bark'd when out of feafon j 
I never bit without a reafon ; 
I ne'er infulted weaker brother j 
Nor wrong'd by force nor fraud another. 
Though brut :2 are plac'd a rank below, 
Happy for man, could he fay fo ! 



FINIS. 



